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aer. 
fare, "7 he — and wohitg ; he: _ 2 
a — bene g, and. full of Lowe ard; Wit ; aViauth. 


curiouſly made Ed , All if Frum of Sæucetugſ; Lips roungy, _ 


2 Plump and red ;_ aubite Teeth, firm and 
2 4 ll. Roman, and which ga 
ber lovely Face, her Hair light ck and. 


auen; her. 


E e Grace to my 


Beſem delicately turned, white and riſing; . a } 
Hangs, exadtly g's zo Na a Vivacity of 3 2 


gaging; a Wit . ; 4 Humour gar, aud 
an Air = e Sue aur e nothing ⁊uat op 


to compleat the 95 of the youn Pha er, (/o we c 
ero) 


our aAmorous 


ing her Honour and her Intereſt, and rer the Arts. 
as Women do 1e. feign a T enderne/s ; ſpe. yields i marx 
bim: While-Philander,' a0 corned io we bis Harn- 


t Myrtilla's Heart, which. the il- wb 
lustrious Ceſario had before poſſefſed 3 howewy _ er, confult< 


= 


of; to the Commands of Parents, or to, char for. a Z 


Beauty, with her Conſent ſteals 7 away, and matries - 
ber. But fee how tranſitory is a violent Paſſion ; after 
being ſatiated, he he hts the Prize he had /o' dearly con- 


yuered ; ſome - ſay, the Change was occaſioned by her too 


wif bly continued Lows to Cefario; but whatever it was, 
„ Az 


| this 


- him, which 1 does, and in pi 85104 
reaſeixe him, he got wh e 
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tht 0 "ft certain; Philander caſt 315 Zyes Ah ed * 


young Maid, Siſer to Myrtilla, a Beauty, whoſe early - 
but 7 


Bloom promiſed Wonders when come to Perfection; ; 
avill 7 Ber Picture here, Philander in OW 


Epiſtle: will often” enough preſent it to 


loved and languiſhed, long before be 1740 ue, ry 


Pain; her being Sifter to his Wi ife, nobly born, and of 


 1indoubted Fame, rendered his Paſſion too: — to 7% 


dr Return, while the young lovely Sylvia [/o aur G 


5 the noble Maid) fighed out ber Hours in the" Jame' 


Pain and Languiſoment for Philander, and new not that 


it was Love, till ſhe betr r innocently to the over-"" 
oyed Lover and Brother, . 


abfjolutely quits Myrtilla, gt | 
Time in a Village near Paris, called St. Denis, with 


this berraytd Unfortunate, till being frund out, and like to\ 
be apprebende ene for" the- . the ober pr tbe 


Flight) foe is forced to marry a Cadet, a Creature 
PhHander*s, 10 bear: the Name. o f Huſband. only 4 


2 — Philander had the entire Uh Mon of | her Soul and 
Body © Still the League event . forward, \ and all Things 
Baer 


avere ready for 4 War in Paris; Bur it #5 | 
here fo. mix the rough Relation of a War, with the Joft 


Affairs 3 tet it ſuffice, 'the Hugonots were: de \ 


* the King got the Day, and every Nebel lay at - 


the” = voy of bis So prey Philander ar falten 
Prijener, made bis Escape to à little Cotta: e near his own ;, 


Palace, not far from Paris, 2 to foal Via 70 cem to 
the Tnduft 10 


: TYBILA, 43 
Aer their F light . e Letters ob Aubin their: 
Cabinets, at their Houſe at St. Denis, ' where they Lors 1 


| lived together, for the Space of a Tear; and rare are SY 
exatly as poſſible placed in the Order they were ſent, and 


4 $44 


avere T hoſe ſuppoſed to be noridtes' 8 0 e, Fed N 


3 5 \ N £ CY a 5 N A. 4 * ** - 2 5. 
* * . 


\ f 3 1 


. + *, % 
SA ELITES. * — 13 
* 


4 : - 2 5 1 ov 
; | ; | | £ I ? | 58 *. 
. 1 ; | 
e as 


7 e ber to underftand 
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ted from you eſa 1 
WM! obey your impoffible ands, 
Se 0. Tan def chat 

SV! a thouſand Conflicts between Le. 
and Honour, I found the God {too 

WES mighty for the Idol) reign abſolute 

Monarch in m Soul, and ſoon banilbedd that Ty- 

rant thence. That cruel Counſellor that would 


fuggeſt to re fond Arguments to hind * | 
my noble Purkiit; Sylvia came in View | her irre- 


flable Idea With all the Charms of blooming 
Vouth, with all the Attractions of heavenly Beau- 
ty! Looſe, wanton, gay, all flowing! her bright - 


Hair, and languiſhing her lovely Eyes, her Dreſs - 


all negligent as when I ſaw her laſt, diſcoverin 
a thouſand raviſhing Graces, round, white, ſmall 


Breaſts, delicate Neck, and: riſing Boſom, heaved 
with Sighs ſhe would in vain conceal; and all be- 
ſides, that niceſt Fancy can im 


ON I _ not think _ lt my De 


efires ene, 


ine/ſurprizing— 


* 


"35 | Aug N * n 900 Part 2 
345 Ting p let it ſuffice, eee, 
5 ee and know ene to that Flame in 
r 'which our. ſhowy . * and 
Bod bas rendered ſo criminal; but 15 chat t adores 15 
9 i, ſhould 155 it at as rg ag Rate; — 
enough to acrifice a e Heart, you; 
a ſimple allion, your Peau, ſhould, 1 itlelf, | 
produce wondrous Effects; it chould force all 
5 4p ens Ga L. K of Nature's 
porch, vi were hot bort to be 
obtained by the oy achods of ordinary Loving ; 
and tis in Arn. to preſeribe me Meaſures; and oh 
_ much” more in 9 urge the Nearnels of our 
Relation. What Kin, y -eharming Sylvia, are 
ydu to me? No Fies of Blood forbid my ; 
and what's a Ceremony impoſed on Man b \by Cuſtom ? 
What is it to my divine Syluia, that the, Prieſt took 
my Hand and gave it your Siſter? What Alliance 
can that create?; Why: ſhould à Trick deviſed by 


the wary Old, only to make; Proviſion. for Poſte- 
rity, tie me to an eternal — No, no, — | 


Charming Maid, tis Nonſenſe all; let us, 
for mightier Joys) ſcorn the dull beaten ; Voc 2 
let us loye like the firſt Race of Men, neareſt 
allied to God, promiſcuouſly they loved, and: poſ- 
feſſed, Father and Daughter, Brother and Siſter 
met, and reaped the Joys of Love without Con- 
troul, and counted it religious Coupling, and 
 *twas encouraged too by Heaven itſelf ; Therefore 
ſtart not (too nice and lovely Maid) at Shadows 
of Things that can but frighten Fools. Put me hot 
off with h theſe Delays; rather ſay you but 1 
bled Love all this While, than how tis born, to 
die again with a poor F right of Nonſenſe. A Fit 
of Honour! a Fantom imaginary, and no more; 
no, no, repreſent me to your Soul more favour- 
ably, think you ſee me languiſhing at. your Feet, 
Ne: out my * . and kind Reproaches, 
on 


I, 


* the pitileſs Hiss elt 3 

which will be the more afflifting Obe 1 
you are pleaſed to call it) of your murdered. 
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4h: PHILANDER.- 


nm you 'make me own (oh too im- 
AF ror ates lander /) with what Regret I 
made you Fromiſe to prefer my Honour before | 
your Love? 

1 confeſs with Bluſhes, which you might then 
ſee kindling in my Face, that T was not at all 
pleaſed with the Vows you made me, to endeavour 
to obey me, and J then even wiſhed you would 
obſtinately have denied Obedience to my juſt Com- 
mands; Ars purſued your criminal Rae and 
have left me raving on my Undoing: For when 
you were gone, and I had Leiſure to look into 
thy. Heart, alas! I found, whether you obliged or 
wy. whether! Love or Honour were preferred, I, 
unhappy I. was either Way inevitably loft, Oh! 
What pitileſs Oe fond of his wo ous Power, 
made d the gs of his Almighty anity.? Oh 
why were we —— made the firſt Precedents: of 
his new found Revenge ? For ſure no Brother ever 
Joved a Sifter with fo criminal a Flame before: 
At leaſt my une xperienced Innocence never met 
with ſo fatal a Story: And it is in vain (my too 
charming Brother) to make me inſenſible of our 
Alliance; to perſuade w_ 1 am A e to all 
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nor his to bleſs the now 


© Wednſday Morning. 


A Fter I had diſmiſſed my Pay e this Morning 


8 Tove Letters. Part I. 
Alas, your fatally kind Induſtry is all in vain. 
Vou grew up a Brother with me; the Title was 
fixed in my Heart, when I was too young to un- 
derſtand your ſubtle Diſtinctions, and chere it thrived 


and ſpread; and it is now too late to tranſplant it, 
or alter its native Property: Who can graft a Flower 


on a contrary Stalk ? The Roſe will. bear no Tu- 
lips, nor the Hyacinth the Poppy, no more will 
the Brother the Name of Lover. Oh! ſpoil not 

the natural Sweetneſs and Innocence we now re- 


tain, by an Endeavour fruitleſs and deſtructive; no, 


no, Philander, dreſs yourſelf in what Charms you 
will, be powerful as Love can make you in your 
ſoft Argument yet, oh yet, you are my Brother 
ſill, —— But why, oh cruel and eternal Powers, 


| was not Philander my Lover before you deſtined 


him a Brother ? Or why, being a Brother, did you, 
malicious and ſpiteful Powers, deſtine him a 
Lover? Oh, take either Title from him, or from 


me a Life, which can render me no Satisfaction, 


ſince your cruel Laws permit it not for Philatder, - 
Unfortunate . ' 
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AX with my Letter, I walked (filled with fad ſc 


Thoughts of my Brother Philander) into the Grove, 


and commanding Melinda to retire, who only at- 


tended me, I threw myſelf down on that Bank 
of Graſs where we laſt diſputed the dear, but fatal 
_ Buſineſs of our Souls: Where our Prints (that in- 


vited me) ſtill remain on the preſſed Greens: There 


wuoith ten thouſand Sighs, with Remembrance of the 


— 


tender 


F Part I. | : Love Letters. FL 7 29 : 
tender Minutes we paſſed then, I drew your laſt 
Letter from m N and often kiſſed, and often 
read it over; but oh ! who can conceive my Tor- 
ment, when I came to that fatal Part of it, where 
you fay you gave your Hand to my Siſter ? I found 
my Soul agitated with a thouſand different Paſſions, 
but all inſupportable, all mad and raving; ſome- 
times I threw myſelf with Fury on the Ground, 
and preſſed my panting Heart to the Earth; then 
riſe in Rage, and tear my Heart, and hardly ſpare 
that Face that taught you firſt to love; then fold 
my wretched Arms to keep down riſing Sighs that 
almoſt rend my Breaſt, I traverſe ſcriftly the con- 
ſcious Grove; with my diſtracted ſhow ring Eyes 
directed in vain to pitileß Heaven, the lovely ſi- 
lent Shade favouring my Complaints, IL cry aloud, 
Oh God ! Ph:ilander's married, the lovely charmin 
Thing for whom Llanguiſhis married That fatal 
Word's enough, I need not add to whom. Marri- 
ed is enough to make me curſe my Birth, my Youth, 
my Beauty, and my Eyes that firſt betrayed me to 
the undoing Object: Curſe on the Charms you 
have flattered, for every fancied Grace has helped 
my Ruin on; now, like Flowers that'wither un- 
ſeen and unpoſſeſſed i in Shades, they muſt die and 
be no more, they were to no End created, ſinee 
Philander is married: Married Oh Fate, oh Hell, 
oh Torture and Confuſion] Tell me not it is to 
my Siſter, that Addition is needleſs and vain: To 
make me eternally wretched, there needs no more 
than that Philander is married ! Than that the Prieſt 
gave your Hand away from me; to another, and 
not to me; tired out with Life, I need no other 
Paſs- port than this Repetition, Philander is married ! 
Tis that alone is r to lay in her cold Tomb 
* The! wrerc od 9 bh, airing © 
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8 wick leſt Night, oh uofaithful and e 
ing Hluin ! 1 ſent the Page ta the old Place 
| for Letters, but he returned the Object of my Rage, 
hecauſe without the leaſt Remembranes from my 
elle Maid: In this Torment, unable 20 hide my 
Werde, 1 ſuffered myſrli to be laid in Bed ; 
ke hh the reſtleſs Forments of the Night exceeded 
thoſe of the Day, and are not even by the Lan- 
22 himſelf to be expreſſed; but the returning: 
ight brought a ſhort Slurhber on its Wings; 
which was interrupted by my atoning Boy, who 
brought two Letters from my adorable Sylvia : 
He waked me from Dreams. more agreeable than 
all my watchful' Hours could bring; for they are 
all tortured. And even the ſofteſt mixed with 
a thouſand Deſpairs, Difficulties and Diſappoint- 
ments, but theſe were all Love, which gave a looſe 
to Joys undenied by Honour ! And this Way, my 
charming Sylvia, you ſhall: be mine, in Spite of 
all the Lyrannies of that cruel Hinderer; Honour 
appears not; my Sylvia, within the cloſe- drawn 
Curtains; in Shades and gloomy Light the Fantom 
frignts not, but when one beholds its Bluſhes, 
I when it is attended and adorned, and the Sun. fees 
. its falſe Beauties; in ſilent Groves and Grottoes, 


1 dark Alcoves, ind. lonely Receſſes, All its For- 
bi malities aré laid aſide; it was then and there me- 
wdhought my Sylvia yielded, with a faint Struggle 
. and a {oft Reſiſtance; 1 heard her broken Sighs, 
bl | her tender whiſpering Voice, that trembling cried, 


Oh!] Can you he fo cruel ?—Have you the Heart 
Will you undo a. Maid, becauſe; ſhe loves you? 
Oh! Will you, ruin; me, becauſe you may 
My, faithleſg—=—My unkind then ' ſighed and 
yielded, and made me happier than a triumphing 
- . > 1 God? 


Furt II Tobe 


— 


God! But this was ffill a Dream, T waked and 

ſighed, and found it vaniſhed all ! But oh, my Sylvia, 
your Letters were fubſtantial Pleafure, and pardon 
your Adorer, if he tell you, even the Diſorder you 


expreſs is infinitely dear to him, ſince. he knows 


it all the Effects of Love; Love, my Soul! Which 


, 0 „ in. 74 o r 8 1 : 
not Undoing, or elſe explain your Fear, and tell 


me what Tow "ſoft, your trembling Heart gives 


that cruel Title to? Is it Undoing to love? And 
love the Man you ſay has Youth and. Beauty to 
juſtify that Love? A Man, that adores you with 
ſo ſubmiſſive and perfect a Reſignation; a Man, 
that did not only love firſt, © but is refolved to die 
in that agreeable Flame; in my Creation I was 


formed for Love, and deſtined for my, Sylvia, and ſhe 
for her Philander And ſhall we, can we diſappoint 


our Fate? No, my ſoft Charmer, our Souls were 
touched with- the fame Shafts of Love before they 
| had a Being in our Bodies, and can we conteadies 

Divine Decree? © . 


7 


Or is it Undoing, Dear, to bleſs Philander with 


what you muſt ſome time or other ſacrifice to ſome 
hated, loathed Object, (for Sylvia can never love 
again ;) and are thoſe Treaſures for the dull con- 
Jugal Lover to rifle? Was the Beauty of divine 
Shape created for the cold matrimonial Embrace ? 
And ſhall the eternal Joys that Sy/via can diſpenſe, 
de returned by the clumſy Husband's careleſs, 
forced, inſipid Duties? Oh, my Sylvia, ſhall a 
Husband (whoſe Inſenſibility will call thoſe Rap- 
tures of Joy ! Thoſe heavenly Bliffes ! The Drud- 


gery of Life) ſhall he I ſay receive them? While 


your Philander, with the very Thought of the Ex- 
ceſs of Pleaſure the leaſt Poſſeſſion would afford, 
N Hanks over the Paper that brings here his eternal 
•ſẽEU' ae CS 
Oh! Where, my Sylvia, lies the Undoing then? 
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My Quality and Fortune are of the higheſt Rank” - 


oy amongſt Men, my Youth gay and fond, my Sou! 


all ſoft, all Love; and all Sylvie's / I adore her, I 


am fick of Love, and ſick of Life, till ſhe yields, 


till tbe is all mine! 5 
Vou ſay, my Sylvia, I am married, and there 


o 


my Happineſs is ſhipwrecked ; but Sylvia, I deny 


it, and will not have you think it: No, my Soul 
was married to yours in its firſt Creation; and only 
Sylvia is the Wife of my ſacred, my everlaſting 


Vous; of my ſolemn conſiderate Thoughts, of my 
_ ripened Judgment, my mature Conſiderations. 'T he 


Reſt are all repented and forgot, like the haſty Fol- 
lies of unſteady Youth, like Vows breathed in An- 


ger, and die perjured as ſoon as vented, and un- 


regarded either of Heaven or Man. Oh ! why 


' ſhould my Soul ſuffer for ever, why eternal Pain 


for the unheedy, ſhort-lived Sin of my unwilling 
Lips! Beſides, this fatal Thing called Wife, this 
unlucky Siſter, this Myrtilla, this Stop to all my 
Heaven, that breeds ſuch fatal Differences in our 
Affairs, this AAyrtilla, I ſay, firſt broke her Mar- 


riage - vows to me; I blame her not, nor is it reaſon- 
able I ſhould; ſhe ſaw the young Ceſar, and loved + 
| him, Ceſaria, whom the envying World in ſpight 


of Prejudice muſt own, has irreſiftible Charms, 
that godlike Form, that Sweetneſs in his Face, 
that Softneſs in his Eyes and delicate Mouth; and 


every Beauty beſides, that Women doat on, and 


Men envy : That lovely Compoſition of Man and 
Angel! with the Addition of his eternal Youth 


and illuſtrious Birth, was formed by Heaven and 


Nature for univerſal Conqueſt ! And who can love 


the charming Hero at a cheaper Rate than being 


undone ?* And ſhe that would not venture Fame, 
Honour, and a Marriage-vow for the Glory. of 
the young Cez/aris's Heart, merits not the noble 
Victim; Oh! would J could ſay ſo much for the 


young Phi/ander,, who would run a thouſand Times 


* 


more Hazards of Life and Fortune for the adora- 
ble Sylvia, than that , amorous Hero ever did 
for MAyrtilla, though from that Prince I learned 
ſome of my Diſguiſes for my Thefts of Love; for 
be, like Fove, courted in ſeveral Shapes; I ſaw them 
all, and ſuffered. the Deluſion to paſs upon me; 
for I. had ſeen. the lovely Huvia; yes, I had ſeen 
her, and loved her tog: But Honour kept me 
yet Maſter of my Vows ; but when I knew her 
falſe, when I was once confirmed, — when by my 
own Soul I found the diſſembled Paſſion of hers, 
when ſhe could no longer hide the Bluſhes, or the 
Paleneſs that ſeized at the Approaches of my diſ- 
ordered Rival, when I faw Love dancing in her 
Eyes, and her falſe Heart beat with nimble Mo- 
tions, and ſoft Trembling ſeized every Limb, at the 
Approach or Touch of the Royal Lover, then I 
thought myſelf no longer obliged to conceal my 
Flame for Sia; nay, ere I broke Silence, ere 
I diſcovered the hidden Treaſure of my Heart, I 
made her Falſhood plainer yet: Even the Time 
and Place of the dear Aſſignat ions I diſcoyered ;- 
Certainty, happy Certainty ! broke the dull heavy 
Chain, and I-with Joy ſubmitted to my ſhameful 
Freedom, and careſſed my generous Rival; nay, 
and by Heaven I loved him for it, pleaſed at the 
Reſemblance of our Souls; for we were ſecret Lo- 
vers both, but more pleaſed that he loved r- 
tilla ; for that made Way to my Paſſion for the a- 
dojable SMES: riod ua ot foodie . 
Let the dull, hot-brained, jealous Fool upbraid 
me with cold Patience: Let the fond Coxcomb, 
whoſe Honour depends on the frail Marriage. vow, 
reproach me, or tell me that my Reputation de- 
pends on the feeble Conſtancy of a Wife, perſuade 
me it is Honour to fight for an irretrievable and 
unvalued Prize, and that hecauſe my Rival has taken 
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and ſurely this was taken up by ſome — * 


Leave to cuckold me, I ſhall give him Leave to 
kill me too; *unreaſonable- Nonſenſe grown to 
Cuſtom. No, by Heaven ! I had rather Myrtilla 
ſhould be falſe, (as ſhe is) than with and languiſſi 
for the happy Occaſion ; the Sin is the ſame, only 
the Act is more generous : Believe me, my Sylvia, 
we have all falſe Notions of Virtue and Honour, 


„ ! 


Husband in Love with a fair jilting Wife, a 


then I pardon him; T ſhould have done as much: 


For only ſhe that has my Soul can engage my 


 __ Sword; ſhe that I love, and myſelf, only commands 


and keeps my Stock of Honour: For Sylvia! the 
charming, the diſtrating Sy/via / I could fight 


for a Glance or Smile, expoſe my Heart for her 


dearer Fame, and wiſh no Recompence, but 
breathing out my laſt Gafp into her ſoft, white, 
delicate Boſom. But for a Wife! that Stranger 
to my Soul, and whom we wed for Intereſt and 
Neceffity, ——A Wife, light, looſe, unregarding 
Property, who for a momentary Appetite will ex- 
poſe her Fame, without the noble End of loving 


on; the that will abuſe my Bed, and yet return 


again to the loathed conjugal Embrace, back to 


the Arms ſo hated, and even ftrong Fancy of the 


abſent Youth beloved, cannot ſo much as render 


_ fupportable. Curſe on her, and yet ſhe kiſſes, fawns 


and diſſembles on, hangs on his Neck, and makes 
the Sot believe : Damn her, Brute; ' whiſtle 


her off, and let her down the Wind, as Othello ſays. 


No, I adore the Wife, that, when the Heart is gone, 
boldly! and - nobly purſues the Conqueror, and 
generouſly owns the Whore ; Not poorly 
adds the nauſeous Sin of Jilting to it : Fhat I could 


have borne, at leaſt commended ; but this can never 


pardon; at worſt” then the World had ' ſaid her 
Paſſion had undone her, ſhe, loved, and Love at 


worſt is worthy of Pity. No, no, Ayrtilla, 4 


«$23.3 4 


forgive 


— 
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fo Love, but never can your poor Diſſi- 
2 drives you but from the Heart you 
value not, but the other to my eternal Contempt. 
One deprives me but of thee, Artilla, but the o- 
ther entitles me to a Beauty more ſurprizing, renders 
thee no Part of me; and ſo leaves the Lover: "_ 
to Sylvia, without the Brother. e 
Thus, my excellent Maid, I 1 ſent you — 
Senſe and Truth of my Soul, in an Affair you 
have often hinted to me, and I take no Pleature 
to remember: I hope you will at leaſt think my 
Auerſion reaſonable; and that being thus indiſpu- 
tably free from all Obligations to AMyrtilla as a2 
Husband, I may be permitted to lay Claim to H- 
via, as a Lover, we? marry myſelf more effectually 
by my everlaſting Vows, than the Prieſt by. his 
common Method could do to any other Woman 
leſs beloved ; there being no other Way at preſent 
left 0 5 een to wee me r 


14 | 8 1.417 3 F Eternal happy Lover and. 
SPAM en S252) PHILANDER. 
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HEN 1 bad ſealed the incloſed, Frilerd 
FF told- me you were this Morning come from 
Bellfont, and with irfinite Tripatience have expected 
ſeeing you hete ; 'which deferred my ſending this 
to the'old Place; and J am ſo vain {6h adorable 
Syploia l) as to beheve my fanſied Silence has given 
you Diſquiets; but fure, my Sylvia: could not 
charge me with Neglect; no, ſhe knows my Soul; 
and lays it all on Chance, or ſome ſtrange Keel! 
dent, ne knows no-Bufineſs could divert mel No, 
ww has Nation linking, e Senate ef che 


World 


World confounded, our glorious Deſigns betrayed: 


and ruined, and the vaſt City all in Flames; like 


Nero, unconcerned, I would ſing my everlaſting. 
Song of Love to Sylvia; which no Time or For- 
tune ſhall untune. I know my Soul, and all its 
Strength, and how it is fortified, the charming 
Idea of my young Sylvia will for ever remain 
there; the Original may fade; Time may render 
it leſs fair, leſs blooming in my Arms, but never 
in my Soul; 1 ſhall find thee there the ſame gay 
glorious Creature that firſt ſurprized and enſlaved 
me, believe me raviſhing Maid, I ſhall. Why. 
then, oh why, my cruel Sylvia! are my Joys 
delayed? Why am I by your rigorous Commands 
kept from the Sight of my Heaven, my eternal 
Bliſs ? An Age, wy fair Tormentor, is paſt ; four 
. tedious live-long J | 
I. beheld the Object of my laſting Vows, my eter- 
nal Wiſhes ; How can you think, oh unreaſonable - 
Sylvia / that 1 could live ſo long without you? 
And yet I am alive; I find it by my Pain, by Tor- 


ays are numbered over, ſince - 


ments of Fears and Jealouſies inſupportable ; I 1 


languiſh and go downward to the Earth; where 
you will ſhortly fee me Jaid without your recalling 
Mercy. It is true, I move about this unregarded 
World, appear every Day in the great Senate- _ 
houſe, at Clubs, Cabals, and private e e e | 
(for Sylvia knows all the Buſineſs of my Soul, 
even in Politicks of State as well as Love) I fay 
I appear indeed, and give my Voice in public Bu- 
ſineſs; but oh my. Heart more kindly is employed; 
that and my Thoughts are Sylvia's ! Ten thouſand. 
Times a Day I breathe that Name, my buſy Fingers 
are eternally tracing out thoſe ſix myſtic Letters; 
ai thouſand Ways on every Thing I touch, form 
Words, and make them ſpeak a thouſand Things, 
and all are Sylvia ſtill; my melancholy Change is 
evident to all that. ſee me, which they interpret 


— 


— 
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many miſtaken Ways; our Party fancy Irepent my 
League with them, and doubting I'll betray the 
Cauſe, grow jealous of me, till by new Oaths, 
new Arguments, I confirm them; then they ſmiſe 

all, and cry I am in Love; and this they would 
believe, but that they ſee all Women that I meet 
or converſe with ate indifferent to me, and ſo can 
fix it no where; for none can gueſs it Sylvia; thus 
while I dare not tell my Soul, no not even to 
Ceſario, the ſtifled Flame burns inward, and tor- 
ments me ſo," that (unlike the Thing I was) I 
fear Sylvia will loſe her Love, and Lover too; 
for thoſe few Charms ſhe ſaid I had, will fade, and 
this fatal Diſtance will deſtroy both Soul and Body 
too; my very Reafon will abandon me, and I ſhall 


| rave to ſee thee; reſtore me, oh reſtore me then 


to Bellfont, happy Bellfont, {till bleſt with Ne! 7% 
Preſence ! permit me, oh permit me into thoſe 
ſacred Shades, wherè I have been ſo often (too 
innocently) bleſt! Let me furvey again the dear 
Character of Sylbia on the ſmosth Birch; oh 
when ſhall ſit beneath thoſe Boughs, gazing on the 
eee, Goddeſs of the Grove, hearing her figh for 
Love, touching her glowing ſmall white Hands, 
beholding her killing Eyes languith, and her charm- 
ing Boſom riſe and fall with ſhort-breath'd uncet - 
tain Breath; Breath as ſoft and ſweet as the reſtor- 
ing Breeze that glides oer the new blown Flowers: 
But oh what is it? What Heaven of Perfumes, 
when it inclines to the raviſh'd Philander, and 
whiſpers Love, it dares not name alboujt? 
What Power with- holds me then from ruſhing 
on thee, from preſſing thee with Kiſſes; folding 
thee in my tranſported Arms, and following all 
the Dictates of Love without Reſpect or Awe! 
What is it, oh my 'Sylvia, can detain a Love ſo 
violent and raving, and ſo wild; admit me, ſacred 
Maid, admit me again to thoſe ſoft Deli ights, that 
N „ [ may 


: - 
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ke find, if poſſible, what Divinity (envious of 
ty Bliſs) checks my eager Joys, my raging Flame; 

_ while you too make an Experiment, (worth the 
Trial) ö what die makes Sylvia deny. her N 
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_ My Page is ill, and I am oblig d ts truft Brilliard 
with theſe to the dear Cottage of their ex vous 3 

. ſend me your Opinion of his Figelity : And ab / remem · 
ber I die in it s. 
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J PHILAN D E R. 
Re OT yet I. not yet? oh ye dull tedious Hours, 
LN when will you glide away ? and bring that 
happy Moment on, in which [ſhall at leaſt hear 
from my Philander,z eight and forty' tedious ones 
are paſt, and I am here forgotten ſtill 3 forlarn, 
impatient, reſtleſs every where; not one of all your | 
little Moments (ye undiverting Hours) can afford 
me Repoſe; I drag ye on, a heavy Load; I count 
ye all, and bleſs: ye when you are gone; but 
| tremble at the approaching ones, and with a Dread 
expect you; and nothing will divert me now; my 
Couch is, tireſome, and my Glaſs is vain; my 
Books are dull, and Converſation inſupportable; 
the Grove affords me no Relief; nor even thoſe 
Birds to whom I have fo often breath d Philander's 
Name, they ſing it on their perching Boughs; no, 
nor the reviewing of his dear Letters, can bring 
me. any Eaſe. Oh what Fate is reſerved for me 
For thus Icannot live; nor ſurely thus I ſhall not 
die. Perhaps Philander's making à Trial of Virtue 
: by this Silence. Purſue it, call up all your Reaſon, 
my lovely Brother, to your Aid, let us be _ 


& 

* 
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and ſilent, let us try what that will do towards 
the Cure af this too infectibus Flame; let us, on 
let us, my Brother, fit down here, and purſue the 
Crime eee on no färther. Call me Si- 
ſter S wear Lam fo, and nothing but your: Siſter: 
And ſorbear, oh forbeat, my charming Brother, 
to purſue me farther with your ſoft: bewitching 
Paſſion; let me alone; let me be ruin'd with Ho- 
nour, if I muſt be ruin d. For oh twere much 
happier i were no more, than that I ſhould be more 
than Philander!s Siſter; or he than Syivid's Brother: 
On let me ever call you by that cold Name, till 
that of Lover be forgotten: — Ha - Methinks on 
the ſudden, a Fit of Virtue informs my Soul, and 
bids me aſk you for what Sin of mine, my charm- 
ing Brother, you fill purſue a Maid that cannot 
fly: Ungenerous and unkind! Why did you take 
Advantage of thoſe Freedoms I gave you as a Bre. 
ther? I ſmil'd on you; and ſometimeskiſs d you too 
But for my Siſfer's Sake, I play d with yon, of 
fer d your Hands and Lips to wander where 1 dare 
not now; all which I thought a Siſter might allow 
a Brother, and knew not all the while the Freach- 

ry of Love: Oh none, but under that intimate Title 


of a Btother, could have had the Opportunity to 


have ruin d me; that, that betray'd me; I play d 
away my Heart at a Game I did not underſtand; 
nor knew I when twas loſt; by degrees ſo ſubele, 
and an Authority: ſo lawful, you won me out” of 
all. Nay then too, even when all was Joſt; 1 
would not think it Love. I wonder'd what my 
ſleepleſs Nights, my waking eternal Thoughts, and 
ſlumbring Viſions of my lovely Brother meant: I 
wonder'd why my Soul was continually fil'd Wien 
Wiſhes and new Deſires; and ſtill concluded t]4 G? 
for my Siſter all, till I diſcoverd the Cheat by 
Jealouſy; for when my Siſter hung upon yeur 
Neck, kiſs' d, and careſs d that Face that I-adorid; 


—  JFyFut wy, tal 


young Ceſario: How Danger 


oh how 1 found my Colour change, my Limbs 
all trembled, and my Blood inrag'd, and I could 


ſcarce forbear reproaching you or crying out, O 
hy this Fondneſs, Brother? Sometimes you per- 


ceiv'd my Concern, at which you'd ſmile ;/ for you 


fatal Time) could gueſs at my Diſorder; then would 


you turn the wanton Play on me: When ſullen with 
my Jealouſy and the Cauſe, I fly your foft Embrace, 
yet wiſh you would purſue and overtake me, which 
you ne er fail'd to do, where after a kind Quarrel all 


was pardon'd, and all was well again: While the 


poor injur d Innocent, my Siſter, made herſelf Sport 


Rat our deluſiwe Wars; ſtill I was ignorant, till you in 
a moſt fatal Hour informꝭd me I was a Lover. Thus 


was it with my Heart in thoſe bleſt Days of Inno- 


cence; thus it was won and loſt; nor can all my Stars 


in Heav'n prevent, I doubt, prevent my Ruin. Now. 
you are ſure of the fatal Conqueſt, you ſcorn the 
trifling Glory, you are ſilent now; oh I am inevita- 
bly Toft, or with you, or without you: And I find 

by this little Silence and Abſence of your's, that tis 
moſt certain I muſt either die, or be Philander s. 


„Dorillus come not with a Letter, or that my Page, 


— whom ¶ have ſent to tbis Cottage for one, bring it not, 1 


cannot ſupport my Life : For ob, Philander, I have 4 
thouſand wild diſiracting Fears, knowing bow you ar - 
involy'd in the Intereſi you have eſpouſed with the. 
rrounds you, hou 


your Life and Glory depend on the frail Sacrifice of 
Villains and Rebels Oh give me Leave to fear —— 
your Fame and Life, if not your Love; if Sylvia could 
command, Philander ſhould be loyal as he's Noble; 
ani what generous Maid would not ſuſpecs his Vows 
to @ Miſtreſs, whe breaks 'em with hiy Prince and. 


To 
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- Nother Night, oh Heavens, and yet no Let- 
: ter come] Where are you, my Pbilander? 
What happy Place contains you? If in Heaven, 
why does not ſome poſting Angel bid me haſte 
after you ? If on Earth, why does not ſome little 
God of Love bring the grateful” Tidings on his 
painted Wings? If ſick, why does not my own 
fond Heart by Sympathy inform me? But that is 
all active, vigorous, wiſhing, impatient of delaying; 
Ment, and buſy in Imagination: If you are falſe, 
if you have forgotten your poor — d di- 
ſtracted Sylvia, why does not that kind Fyrant 
Death, that "meagre welcome Viſion of the deſ- 
pairing, old and wretched, approach in dead of 
Night, approach my reſtleſs Bed, and toll the diſ- 
mal Tidings in my frighted liſtening Ears, and 
ſtrike me for ever ſilent, lay me for ever quiet, 
| oſt to the World, loſt to my faithleſs Charmer ! 
But if a Senſe of Honour in you has made you 
reſolve to prefer mine before your Love, made 
you take up à noble fatal Reſolution, never to tell 
me more of your Paſſion; this were a Trial, 1 
fear my fond Heart wants Courage to bear; or is 
it a Trick, a cold Fit, only aſſum'd to try ho- 
much I love you? I have no Arts, Heaven knows, 
no Guile or double Meaning in my Soul, *tis all 
plain native Simplicity, fearful and timorous as” 
Children in the Night, trembling as Doves purſu'd; 
born ſoft by Nature, and made tender by Love; 
What, oh! what will become of me then? Yet 
would 1 were confirm'd in all my Fears: For as 
Tam, my Condition is more deplorable ; for I'm 
in Doubt, and Doubt is the worſt Torment of the 
Mind: Oh Philander, be merciful, and let me 
know the worſt; do not be cruel while you wer | 


eint, 


5 do it with Pity to the wretched Sylvia; oh let me 
1 quickly know whether you are at ol, or are the 
1 _ e and unfortunate | 
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58 I was going to lend away this enclos d, Do. 
rillus came With two Letters; oh, you can- 
ook think, Philander, with how much Reaſon you 
fickle Maid; for could you, but. imagine 
. os. raentingly. 1 ed, how unreſolved 
4 viol nt Love and cruel Honour, you 
would ſay twere impoſſible t to fix me any where 3 
er be the {ame Thing for a loment together: 
There is not a ſhort jv paſs d thro? the ſwift 
Hand of Time, ſince I was all deſpairing, raging 
Love, jealous, fearful, and impatient; and now, 
now that your fond Letters have diſpers d thoſe 
ns, thoſe tormenting Counſellors, and given 
a little Reſpite, a little Tranquility to my Soul; 
like States luxurious grown with Eaſe, it ungrate- 
fully, rebels againſt the Sovereign Power that made 
it great and happy; and now that Traitor Honour 
heads the Mutineers within; Honour, whom my 
late mighty Fears had almoſt famiſh'd and brought 
to nothing, warm d and reviv'd by thy 2d ket 
teſted 2 lames, makes War againſt Almighty Love! 
I, who but now. nobly .reſoly'd for Love, by; 
an Inconſtancy natural to my Sex, or rather my, 
Eears, am turn'd qver to Honour's Side; So the 
Sſhaicing M Man ſtands on the River 's Bank, de- 
Err 1 Ae e e 8 Stream, till Caward-. 
| is timorous Soul,... he. views around 
OE: more | pr flowery Plains, al; looks - 
Ba - | | ing 
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within E es back to che Groves, then fi, ghing ſto 
Au er 8e raſh, ges 15 1 
Shore, and haftes away. Thus indiſcreet was 1 


when 1 faw it with full. Tide flow in upon me, 
8 Glance of glorious Honour makes me again 
| I vil am reſolv'd——and 15 by 
brave 1 cann ep am Daughter to to 1580 grea 

Berulti, and Siſter to Myrtilla, a yet. 'unſpotted 
Maid, "ft to producę A Race of glacious Heroes! 


of his 'Heart ?=OHh how I hate,theg now! or. would 
to Heaven I could. Fell me, ngt, thou charmin; 

Be uller, that Wyreilla \ was to blame; wag it 2 F 201 
In her, and will it be. 1 irtue in me? And can 1 


believe the Crime that ba her loſe your "He: aft, b 
will make me Miſtreſs of it? No, if Þy 2 any Action 


of Nr 8 7 5 15 Houſe of che i” de dle 55 
nour'd the Actions of my Lite it-ſhall re- 
ceive Jad 5 of Luftre. and Glory! Nor will 1 
think” Myriille's Virtue: Jeflen'd for f your miſtaken 
0 inte ie, and ſhe may de as much in vain 

purſu'd, perhaps, „ by by the Pringe' Zario, as Sylvia 
Mall be by 3 * young Philander The envy ying 


World tall tis true; but oh, if all were 


true that If Hübler fays, what Lady has her 
Fame? "Whit *Hufband. i is nat a Cuckold? Nay, 


and a Friend to him that made him ſa? And it is | 


in vain, my too ſudtle Brother, you think to build 


the Trophies of your Conqueſts on the Ruin of 
both Artillas Fame and mine: Oh how dear 
would your inglorious Paſſion coſt the great un- 


fortunate Houſe of the Reralti, while you. poorly 
ruin the Fame of Ayr killa, to make way to the 


Heart of S,?“ Leiter. oh remember once 
your Paffon was as violent for Mfrtilia, and all 


the Vp, Oaths, eech Te ars and Prayers 
| you 


was all for Love, FE Vaud e ene Bit 


And can Philander's Love ſet ho higher Value on 
me than baſe poor Profticution ! ” Ts us the Price 
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you make and pay at my Feet, are but the fans 
Repetitians, the feeble Echo's of what you hgh'd 
out at her's. Nay, like young Paris fled with the 
fair Prize, your fond, your eager Paſſion made it 
a Rape. Oh perfidious Let me not call it back 
to my Remembrance. Oh let me die, rather than 
call to Mind a Time ſo fatal; when; the lovely 
falſe Philander vow'd his Heart, his faithleG Heart 
away to any Maid but Sylvia: — Oh let it not be 
poſſible for me to imagine his dear Arms ever 
graſping any Body with Joy but Sylvia! And yet 
they did, with Tranſports of Love! Yes, yes, you 
lov'd ! by Heaven you loy'd this falſe, this perfidious 
Adgriillay, for falſe ſhe is; you lov'd her, and III 
have it ſo; nor ſhall the Siſter in me plead her 
" Cauſe. She is falſe beyond all Pardon; for you 
are beautiful as Heaven itſelf can render you, a 
Shape exactly form'd, not too low, nor too tall, 
but made to beget ſoft Deſire and everlaſting Wiſhes 
in all that look on you; but your Face ! your 
lovely Face, inclining to round, large piercing 
languiſhing black Eyes, delicate proportion d Noſe, 
charming dimpled Mouth, plump red Lips, inviting 
and ſwelling, white Teeth, ſmall and even, fine 
Complexion, and a beautiful Turn ! All which you 
had an Art to order in ſo engaging a manner, that 
it charm'd all the Beholders, both Sexes were un- 
done with looking on you; and I have heard a 
witty Man of your Party ſwear, your Face gain d 
more to the League and Aſſociation than the Cauſe, 
and has curs'd a thouſand Times the falſe Myrtilla, 
for preferring Ceſaris / (leſs beautiful) to the adorable 
Philander ; to add to this, Heaven ! howyou ſpoke, 
| when ere you ſpoke of Love] in that you far ſur- 
paſs'd the young Ceſario ] as young as he, almoſt 

as great and glorious ; oh perfidious Myrtilla, oh 
falſe, oh fooliſh and ingrate !—That you abandond 
her was juſt, ſhe was not worth retaining in your 
1 1 een i 5 
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Heart, nor could be worth defending with oy 
Sword But grant her falſe; oh Philander / 5 
does her Petfidy intitle you to me ? Falſe as the i la 

you ſtill are married to her; inconſtant as ſhe is, 
ſhe is ſtill your Wife; and no Breach of the Nup- 
tial Vow. can untie the fatal Knot; and that is a 
Myſtery to common Senſe: Sure ſhe was born for 
| Miſchief; and Fortune, when ſhe: gaye her youz 
oF the Raig 9 n dut moſt particularly 
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TY. Soul's e Joy, my Sylvia ! 1 . have 
VI you done, and oh how durſt you, knowing 
my fond Heart, try it with ſo fatal a Stroke? 


What means this ſevere letter? and why ſoeagerly - 


at this time? Oh the Day I Is Ad4yriillz's Virtue 
fo defended? Is it a Queſtion now whether ſhe is 
falſe or not? Oh poor, oh frivolous Excuſe ! You. 
love me not; by all that's good, you love me not; 
to try your Power you have flatter'd and feign'd, 
oh Woman |! falſe charming Woman! you have 
-undone me, I rave and ſhall commit ſuch Extra- 
vagance that will ruin both: I muſt upbraid you, 
\ fickle and inconſtant, 3 muſt, and this Diſtance 
will not ſerve, tis too great; my Reproaches loſe . 
their Force; I burſt with Reſentment, with in- 
jur'd Love; and you are either the moſt faithleſs - 
of your Sex, or the moſt malicious and torment- 
ing: Oh I am paſt Tricks, my Sylvia, your little 
Arts might do well in a beginning Flame; but ta 
a ſettled Fire that is arriv'd to the higheſt Degree, 
it does but damp its Fierceneſs, and inſtead of 
drawing me on, would leſſen my Eſtee 

Vor. I. » | 


fuch Deceit were capable to harbour in the 
Heart of Sylvia; but ſhe is all Divine, and I am 
miſtaken in the Meaning of what ſhe ſays. Oh 
my Adorable, think ne more on that dull falſe 
Thing a Wife; let her be baniſh'd thy Thoughts, 
as ſhe is my Soul; let her never appear, though 
dut in a Dream, to fright our ſolid Joys, or trus 
Happineſs; no, let us look forward to Pleaſures 
vaſt and unconfin'd, to coming Tranſports, and 
leave. all behind us that contributes not to that 
Heaven of Bliſs: Remember, oh Sylvia, that five 
tedious Days are paſt ſince I ſigh'd at your dear 
Feet; and five Days, to a Man fo madly in Love 


. as-your Philander, is a tedious Age: Tis now fix 


o'Clock in the Morning, Brilliard will be with 
you by eight, and by ten I may have your Per- 
miſſion to ſee you, and then need not ſay how 
ſoon I will preſent myſelf before you at Bellſont; 
for Heaven's Sake, my eternal Blefling, if you deſign 
me this Happineſs, contrive it ſo, that I may fee 
no body that belongs to Bellfont, but the fair, the 
lovely Sylvia; for I muſt be more Moments with . 
you, than will he convenient to be taken Notice 
of, leſt they ſuſpet our Buſineſs to be Love, and 
that Diſcovery yet may ruin us. Oh! T will 
delay no longer, my Soul is impatient to ſee you, 
I cannot live another Night without it; I die, by 
Heaven, I languiſh for the appointed Hour; you 
will believe, when you ſee my languid Face, and 
5 much and great a Sufferer in Love 
am. 1 „ 
My Souls Delight, you may perhaps deny me 
from your Fear; but oh, do not, though I aſk a 
mighty Blefling ; Syivia's Company alone, filent, 
and perhaps by Dark: — Oh, tho” I faint with the 
Thought only of ſo bleſs'd an Opportunity, yet 
you ſhall ſecure me, by what Vows, what Impre- 
_ Cations or Ties you pleaſe ; bind my buſy Hands, 
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blind my raviſh's Eyes, command my Tongue, de 
what you will - but let me hear your Angels Voices 
and have the tranſported Joy of throwing my ſelf 
at your Feet; and if you pleaſe, give me Leave (a 
Man condemned eternally to Love) to plead a 
little for my Life and Paſſion; let me remove your 
Fears; and tho! that * — Taſk never make me 
intirely happy, at leaſt it will be a great Satisfackien 
to me to know, that tis not thro my own Faule 
55 FC 


PRILAN DER. 


I have order d Brilliard to wait your Commands 
at Dorillus' Cottage, that he may not be ſern at 
Bellfont: Refelve to ſee me to Night, or I. ſhall come 
without Order, and injure both >, My dear. damm d 
Wife is diſposd of at a Ball Ceſario mates to Nights 
the Opportunity will be luciy, nat that I fear ber 
Fealouſy, but the Effects fit. MOT 4 ge. 
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T Tremble with the Apprehenſion of what you 
1 aſk : How ſhall 1 comply with your fond 
Deſires? My Soul bodes ſome dire Effect of this 
bold Enterprize, for I muſt own (and bluſh while 
I do on it) that my Soul yields Obedience to your 
ſoft Requeſt; and even whilft I read your Let- 
ter, was diverted with the Contrivance of ſeeing 
you: For though, as my Brother, you have all the 
F reedoms imaginable at Bellfont, to entertain and 
walk with me, yet it would be difficult and pre- 
judicial to my Honour, to receive you alone any 
where without my Siſter, and cauſe a' Suſpieion, 
aich all about me now are very far from con- 
celving, except Melinda, my faithful Confident, 
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| — 557 fatal Counſellor; and but for this Fear, L 


now, my charming Brother, three little Leagues 


ſhould not five long Days ſeparate Philander from 


his. Sylvia: But, my lovely Brother, ſince you beg 
it ſo earueſtly, and my Heart conſents ſo eaſily, 1 
muſt pronounce my own Doom, and ſay, Come, 
my £Philander, whether Love or ſoft Delire invites 
yau; and take this Direction in the Management 
of this. mighty Affair. I would have you, as ſoon 


2s this comes to your Hands, to haſte to Dorilluss 


Cottage, without your- Equipage, only Brilliard, 
whom I believe you may truſt, both from his own 
Diſcretion, and your vaſt Bounties to him; wait 
there till you receive my Commands, and I will 
xetire betimes to my Apartment, pretending not 
to be well; and as ſoon as the Evening's Obſcu- 
rity will permit, Melinda ſhall let you in at the 
Garden-Gate,. that is next the Grove, unſeen and 
unſuſpected; but oh, thou powerful Charmer, have 
a Care, I truſt you with my All: My dear, dear, 
my precious Honour, guard it well; for oh I feat 
my Forces are too weak to ſtand your Shock of 
Beauties; you have Charms enough to juſtify my 

ielding; but yet, by Heaven I would not for an 
e But What is dull Empire to Almighty 
Love? The God fubdues the Monarch; 'tis to 
your Strength I truſt, for I am a feeble Woman 


a Virgin quite diſarm'd by two fair Eyes, an 


Angel's Voice and Form; but yet I'll die before 
III yield my Honour; no, though our unhappy 
Family have met Reproach from the imagined 
Levity of my Siſter, tis I'll redeem the bleeding 
Honour of our Family, and my great Parents 
Virtues ſhall ſhine in me; I know it, for if it paſſes 


this Teſt, if I can ſtand this Temptation, I am 


proof againſt all the World; but I conjure you 
aid me if I need it: If I ineline but in a languiſh- 
ing Look, if but a Wiſh appear in my Eyes, or 
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I betray Conſent but in a Sighr ; take not, oh take 


not the Opportunity, leſt when you have done EF 


grow raging mad, and diſcover all in the wild Fit. 
Oh who would venture on an Enemy with ſuch | 
_ unequal Force? What hardy Fool would hazard 
all at Sea, that ſees the riſing Storm come rolling 
_ off ? Who but fond Woman, giddy heedleſs Wo- 
man, would thus expoſe her Virtue to Tempta- 
tion ? I ſee, I know my Danger, yet I muſt per- 

mit it: Love, ſoft bewitching Love will have it 
ſo, that cannot deny what my feebler Honour for- 
bids; and though I tremble with Fear, yet Love 
ſuggeſts, it will be an Age to Night: I long for 
my Undoing ; for oh I cannot ſtand the Batteries 
of your Eyes and Tongue; theſe Fears, theſe Con- 
ficts I have a thouſand Times a-day ; it is pitiful 
ſometimes to ſee me; on one Hand a thouſand 
Cupids all gay and ſmiling preſent Philand:r with 
all the Beauties of his Sex, with all the Softneſs 

in his Looks and Language thoſe Gods of Love 
can inſpire, with all the Charms of Youth adorn'd, 
bewitching all, and all tranſporting ; on the other 
Hand, a poor loſt Virgin languiſhing and undone, 
ſighing her willing Rape to the deaf Shades and 
Fountains, filling the Woods with Cries, ſwelling 
the murmuring Rivulets with Tears, her noble 
Parents with a generous Rage reviling her, and her 
betray'd Siſter loading her bow'd Head with Curſes 
and Reproaches, and all about her looking forlorm 
and ſad. Judge, oh judge, my adorable Brother, 
of the Vaſtneſs of my Courage and Paſſion, When 
even this deplorable Proſpect cannot defend me 


from the Reſolution of giving you Admittance” 
into my Apartment this Night, nor all ever drive” 
you-from he Soul f your: + 0790 7 THREE 
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T SYLVIA. 


7 Have obey'd my Sylvia s dear „ age 
the Dictates of my own impatient Soul; as 
Fa as I receiv'd them, I immediately took Horſe 
for Bellfont, tho'-] knew I ſhould not ſee my ado- 
rable Sylvia till Eight or Nine at Night; but oh 
tis wondrous Pleaſure to be ſo much more near 
my eternal Joy; I wait at Dorillus's Cottage the 
tedious approaching Night that muſt ſhelter me in 
its kind Shades, and conduct me to a Pleaſure I 
faint but with imagining ; 'tis now, my lovely 
Charmer, Three o'Clock, and oh how many te- 
dious Hours I am to languiſh here before the 
bleſſed one arrive ! I know you love, my Sylvia, 
and therefore muſt gueſs at ſome Part of my Tor- 
ment, which yet is mix'd with a certain trembling 
Joy, not to be imagin'd by any but Sylvia, who 
17 loves Philander; if there be Truth in Beau- 
ty, Faith in Youth, ſhe ſurely loves him much; 
and much more above her Sex ſhe is capable of. 
Love, by how much more her Soul is form'd of 
a ſofter and more delicate Compoſition; by how 
os more her Wit's refin'd and dlevined above 
her duller Sex, and by how much more ſhe is 
oblig'd ; if Paſſion: can claim Paſſion in return, 
ſure no Beauty was ever ſo much indebted to a. 
Slave, as Sylvia to Philander ; none ever lov'd 
like me: Judge then my Pains of Love, my Joys, 
my Fears, my Impatience and Deſires ; 20 call 
me to your ſacred Preſence with all the Speed of 
Love, and as ſoon as it is duſkiſh, imagine me in 
the Meadow behind the Grove, till when think 
me employed in eternal Thoughts of Sylvia; reſt- 
leſs, and talking to the Trees of Sylvia, ſighing 
her ning Heat, circling with folded Arms 
my * cart, (that bois and trembles the 
more, 


Part I. Love-Letters. * 
more, the neater it approaches the happy 2 
and fortifying: the feeble Trembler againſt a BY 
ſo raviſhing and ſurprizing; I fear to be fuſtain' 
with Life 3 but if 1 faint in Sylvia's Arms, it will 
be bappier far than all the Glories of Life without 


Send, my Angel, ſomething from you to make 
the Hours leſs tedious : Conſider me, love me, 
and be as impatient as I, that you may the ſooner 


find at your Feet your ceerlafing Lover, „ „ „ 
II e e 7 4, - 5 
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Have at laſt recover d Senſe enough to tell you, 
A. 1 have receiv'd: your Letter by Dorillus, and 
which had like to have been diſcover'd ; for he pru- 
dently enough put it under the Strawberries he 
brought me in a Baſket, fearing he ſhould get no 
other Opportunity to have given it me; and my 
Mother ſeeing them look fo fair and freſh, ſnatch'd 
the Baſket with a Greedineſs I have not ſeen in 
ber before; whilſt ſhe was calling to ber Page for 
a Porcelane Diſh to put them out, Dorillus had 
an Opportunity to hint to me what lay at the Bot- 
tom: Heavens! had you ſeen my Diſorder and 
Confuſion ; what ſhould I do? Love had not one In- 
vention in Store, and here it was that all the Sub- 
tilty of Women abandon'd me. Oh Heavens, 
how cold and pale I grew, leſt the moſt important 
Buſineſs of my Life ſhould be betray'd and ruin'd ! 


but not to terrify you longer with Fears of my _ 


Danger, the Diſh came, and out the Strawberries 
were pour'd, and the Baſket thrown aſide on the 
Bank where my Mother ſate, (for we were in the 


Garden when we met accidentally Dorillus firſt 
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with the Baſket) there were ſome Leaves of Fern 
put at the Bottom between the Baſket and Letter, 
which by good Fortune came not out with the 
Strawberries, and after a Minute or two I took up 

the Baſket, and walking careleſly up and down 

the Garden, gather'd here and there a Flower, 

Pinks and Jeſſamine, and filling my Baſket, ſate 
down again till my Mother had eat her Fill of 
the Fruit, and gave me an Opportunity to retire 
to my Apartment, where opening the Letter, and 
finding you ſo near, and waiting to ſee me, I had 
certainly ſunk down on the Floor, had not M- 


linda ſupported me, who only was by; ſomething 


ſo new, and 'till now ſo ſtrange, ſeiz'd me at the 
Thought of ſo ſecret an Interview, that I loſt all 
my Senfes, and Life wholly departing, I reſted on 
Melinda without Breath or Motion; the violent 


Effects of Love and Honour, the impetuous 


meeting Tides of the Extreams of Joy and Fear, 
ruſhing on too ſuddenly, overwhelm'd my Senſes; 
and it was a pretty while before I recover'd Strength 
to get to my Cabinet, where a ſecond Time l open'd 
your Letter, and read it again with a thouſand 
Changes of Countenance, my whole Maſs of Blood 
was in that Moment ſo diſcompos'd, that Ichang'd 
from an Ague to a Fever ſeveral Times in a Mi- ; 
nute: Oh hat will all this bring me to? And 
where will the raging Fit end? I die with that 
Thought, my guilty Pen ſlackens in my trembling 
Hand, and I languiſh and fall over the un-employ'd _ 


| Paper ;——Oh help me, ſome Divinity, — Or if 


you did, —I fear I'ſhould be angry: Oh Philan- 
der! a thouſand Paſſions and diſtracted. Thoughts 
croud to get out, and make their ſoft Complaints 


to thee ; but oh they loſe themſelves with mix 


ing; they are blended in a Confuſion together, 


and Love nor Art can divide them, to deal them 
out in Order; ſometimes. I would tell you of my 
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y at your Arrival, and my unſpeaking Tranſports: 
2 Theugbe of ſeeing 55 ſo ſoon, that I ſhalF- 
hear your charming Voice, and find you at my” 
Feet making ſoft Vows anew, with all the Paſſion 
of an impatient Lover, with all the Eloquence” 
that Sighs and Cries, and Tears from thoſe lovely 
Eyes can expreſs; and ſure that is enough to eon 
quer any where, and to which coarſe vulgar Words 
are dull. The Rhetorick of Love is half-breath' d, 
interrupted Words, languiſhing Eyes, flattermg; 
Speeches, broken Sighs, preſſing the Hand, and- 
falling Tears: Ah how do they not perſuade, how 
do they not charm and conquer; twas thus, with: 
theſe ſoft eaſy Arts, that Sylvia firſt was won 5: 
for ſure no Arts of Speaking could have talked 
my Heart away, though you can ſpeak like any 
God: Oh whither am I driven? What do I ſay © 
Twas not my Purpoſe, not my Buſineſs here, to 
give a Character of Philander, no nor to ſpeak of 
Love; but oh! like Cowley's Lute, my Soul. wilt. 
ſound to nothing but to Love: Talk what your 
will, begin what Difcourſe you pleaſe,. F end it 
all in Love, becauſe my Soul is ever fix'd on 
Philander, and inſenſibly its Biafs leads to that Sub- 
ject; no, I did not when I began to write, think: 
of ſpeaking one Word of my own Weaknefs:-;: but: 
to have told you with what reſolv'd Courage, Ho- 
and Virtue, I expect your coming; and ſure: 


| fo ſacred a Thing as Love was not made tor ruin 


_ theſe, and therefore in vain; my lovely Brother, 
you will attemptit; and yet, oh Heavens “ I gave 
a private Aſſignation, in my Apartment, alone 
and at Night; where Silence, Love and Shades, 
are all your Friends, where Opportunity obliges 
your Paſſion, while, Heaven knows, not one of 
all theſe, nor any kind of Power, is Friend to me; 
I. mall be left to you and all theſe Tyrants expos'd,, 
without other Guards than this boaſted. Virtuez, 
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which had heed be wondrous to reſiſt all theſe 
powerful Enemies of its Purity and Repoſe. Alas 
I .know not its Strength, I never try'd it yet; and 
this will be the firſt Time it has ever been expos'd 
to your Power; the firſt Time I ever had Courage 
to meet you as a Lover, and let you in by Stealth, 
and put. myſelf unguarded into your Hands: Oh 
Idie with the Apprehenſion of approaching Danger! 
and yet I have not Power to retreat; Fa on, 
Love compels me, Love holds me faſt; the ſmiling 
Flatterer promiſes a thouſand Joys, a thouſand 
Taviſhing Minutes of Delight; all innocent and 
harmleſs as his Mother's Doves ; but oh they bill 
and kiſs, and do a thouſand Things I muſt forbid 
 Philanger; for I have often heard him ſay with 
Sighs, that his Complexion render'd him leſs ca- 
puable of the ſoft Play of Love, than any other 
Lover: I have feen him fly my very Touches, 
et ſwear they were the greateſt Joy on Earth: 
I tempt him even with my Looks from Virtue : 
and when I aſk the Cauſe, or cry he. is cold, he 
Vous tis becauſe he dares not endure my Temp- 
tations; ſays his Blood runs hotter and fiercer in 
his Veins than any other's does; nor have the oft 
repeated Joys reaped. in the Marriage Bed, any 
Thing abated that which he wiſh'd, but he fear'd 
would ruin me: Thus, thus whole Days we have 
fate and gaz'd, and figh'd ; but durſt not truſt our 
Virtues with fond Dalliance. 99 8 3 
My Page is come to tell me that Madam the 
Dutcheſs of—is come to Bellfant, and I am oblig'd 
to quit my Cabinet, but with infinite Regret, being 
at preſent much more to my Soul's Content em- 
ploy'd ; but Love muſt ſometimes, give Place to 
Devarr and Reſpect. Dorillus too waits, and tells 
AHelinda he will not depart without ſomething for 
his Lord, to entertain him till the hacks Hoa. 
The Ruſtick pleas'd me with the Concern he had 
. 9 | for 
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for my Philander 5 oh my charming Brother, you 
have an Art to tame even Savages, a Tongue that 
would charm and engage Wildneſs itſelf, to Soft- 
neſs and Gentleneſs, and give the rough unthink- 
ing, Love ; tis a tedious Time to Night, how ſhall 
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CAY, fond Love, whither wilt thou lead me? 
Thou haſt brought me from the noiſy Hurries of 
the Town, tocharming Solitude; from crouded Ca- 
bals, where mighty Things are reſolving, to lonely 
Groves; to thy own Abodes where thou dwell it ; 
gay and pleas'd among the rural Swains in ſhady 
homely Cottages; thou haſt brought me to-a Grove 
of Flowers, to the Brink of purling Streams, 
where thou haſt laid me down to contemplate on - 
 $zlvia, to think my tedious Hours away in the 
ſofteſt Imagination a Sou] inſpir'd by Love can 
conceive, to increaſe my Paſſion by every-Thing L 
behold ; for every Sound that meets the Senſe is 
thy proper Muſick, oh Love, and every Thing 
inſpires thy Dictates; the Winds around me blow 
foft, and mixing with wanton Boughs, continually 
play and kiſs ; while thoſe, like a eoy Maid in 
Love, reſiſt, and comply by Turns; they, like a 
raviſh'd vigorous Lover, ruſh on with a tranſported 
Violence, rudely embracing their Spring- dreſs'd Mi-— 
ſtreſs, ruffling her native Order; while the pretty 
Birds on the daneing Branches inceſſantly. make 


er 


- Love; upbraiding duller Man with his defective 


want of Fire: Man, the Lord of alk! He to be 
{tinted in the moſt valuable Joy of Life; Is it not 
pity? Here is no troubleſome Honour, amongſt 
the pretty Inhabitants of the Woods and Streams, 
fondly to give Laws to Nature, but uncontroul'd 
they play,.andfing, and love; no Parents: checking 
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on a tedious Term of Years, with Pain, 


36 Tove- Letter. Part I. 


their dear Delights, no laviſh Matrimonial Ties to 
reſtrain their nobler Flame. No Spies to interrupt 
their bleſt Appointments; but every little Neſt is 
free and open to receive the young fledg'd Lover; 


every Bough is conſcious of their Paſſion, nor do 


the generous Pair languiſh in tedious Ceremony; 
but meeting look, and like, and love, imbrace 
with their wingy Arms, and ſalute with their little 
opening Bills „ Hiais their Courtſhip, this the amo- 

rous Compliment, and this only the Introduction 


to all their following Happineſs; and thus it is with 
the Flocks and Herds; while ſcanted Man, born 
alone for the Fatigues of Love, with induſtrious 

_ Foil, and all his boaſting Arts of Eloquence, his 


God- like Image, and his noble 5 
æpence, 
and Hazard, before he can arrive at Happineſs, 


and then too perhaps his Vows are unregarded, 
and all his Sighs and Tears are vain. | Tell me, 
oh you Fellow- Lovers, ye amorous dear Brutes, 
tell me, when ever you lay languiſhing beneath your 


Coverts, thus for your fair She, and durſt not ap- 


Ro for fear of Honour? Tell me, by a gentle 


leat, ye little butting Rams, do you ſigh thus for 
your-ſoft, white Ewes? Do you lie thus conceal'd, 
to wait the coming Shades of Night, till all the 
curſed Spies are folded? No, no, even you are 
much more bleſt than Man, who is bound up to 
Rules, fetter'd by the nice Decencies of Honour. 
My Divine Maid, thus were my Thoughts em- 
ploy'd, when from the fartheſt End of the Grove, 
where I now remain, I ſaw Dorillus approach with 
thy welcome Letter; he tells, you had like to have 
been ſurpriz'd in making it up; and he receiv'd it 
with much Difficulty: Ah Sylvia, ſhould any Ac- 
cident happen to prevent my ſeeing you to Night, 
I were undone for ever, and you muſt expect to 


find me firetch'd out, dead and cold under this 


* 


* 5 Oak, 
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Oak, where now I lie writing on its knotty Root: 
Thy Letter, I confeſs, is dear; it contains thy 
Soul, and my Happineſs; by this After- ſtory of 
the Surprize J long to be inform'd of, for from 
thence I may gather Part of my Fortune: I rave 
and die with Fear of a Diſappointment ; not but I 
would undergo a thouſand Torments and Deaths. 
for Sylvia; but oh conſider me, and let me not 
ſuffer if poſſible ; for know, my charming Angel, 
my impatient Heart is almoſt broke, and will not 
contain itſelf. without being nearer my. adorable 
Maid, without taking in at my Eyes a little Com- 
fort; no, I am reſolv'd ; put me not off with. 
Tricks, which fooliſh Honour invents to jilt Man- 
kind with; for if you do, by Heaven I will forget 
all Conſiderations and Reſpect, and force myſelf. 
with all the Violence of raging Love into the Pre- 
ſence of my cruel Sy/via; own her mine, and ra- 
viſh my Delight ; nor ſhall the happy: Walls of 
 Bellfont be of Strength ſufficient to frive her; 
nay, perſuade me not, for if you make me mad 
and raving, this will be the Effects on't.— Oh 
pardon me, my ſacred Maid, pardon. the Wild- 
neſs of my frantick Love I pauſed, took a Turn 
or two in the lone Path, conſider'd what I had 
ſaid, and found it was too much, too bold; too 
rude to approach my ſoft, my tender Maid : I am 
calm, my Soul, as thy bewitching Smiles; huſh, 
as thy ſecret Sighs, and will reſolve to die rather 
than offend my adorable Virgin; only ſend. me 
Word what you think of my Fate, while Texpe& 
it here on this kind moſſy Bed where now I lie; 
which I would not quit for a Throne, ſince here 
I may hope the News may ſooneſt arrive to make 
me happier than a God] which that nothing on my 
Part may prevent, Therevow in the Face of Heaven, 
I will not abuſe the Freedom my Sylvia bleſſes me 
with; nor ſhall my Love go beyond the Limits of 
„ 8 | Honour, 
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Honour. Sylvia mal eee with -a Frown,_ 
and fetter me with a Smile; preſcribe Rules to my 
longing, raviſh'd. Eyes, and pinion my buſy, fond, 
e Hands, and lay at her Feet, like a tame 


TE mee 7 H I L 4 A N DER 


y 4 a 
7.4 . " 4 
x 5 * 5 » 'd 1 J 4 * * * 
4 2 * 8 2 1 OS 5 
— ts * a -» 
e . FEY 
4 ? * 
A ” 1 
$3 


9 p HILAN D E R. 


pPproach, approach, you ſacred Queen of "1 
and bring Philander veil'd from all Eyes but 
mine; approach at 2 fond Lover's Call, behold 
how I lie panting with Expectation, tir'd out with 
| Your tedious Ceremony to the God of Day; be 
kind, oh lovely Night, and let the Deity deſcend 
| to his beloved Thetis's Arms, and I to my Phi- 
lander's; the Sun and I muſt ſnatch our Joys in the 
fame happy Hours; favour'd by thee, oh ſacred, 
ſilent Night! See, fee, the enamour'd Sun is haſting 
on apace to his expecting Miſtreſs, while thou dull 
Night art ſlowly lingering yet. Advance, my Friend! 
| 7 Goddeſs | and my Confident ! hide all my 
Bluſhes, all my ſoft Confuſions, my Tremblings, 
Tranſports, and Eyes all languiſhing. 

Oh Philander / a thouſand Things I have done 
to divert the tedious Hours, but nothing can; alt 
Things are dull without thee. I am tir'd with every 
Thing, impatient to end, as ſoon as I begin them; 5 
even.the Shades and folitary Walks afford me now 
no Eaſe, no Satisfaction, and Thought but afflicis 
me more, that us'd to relieve. And J at laſt have 
Recourſe to my kind Pen: For while I write, 
methinks I am talking to thee ; I tel} thee thus my 
Soul, while thou, methinks, art all the while 

ling and liſtening by; this is much eaſier than 
$lent Thought, and my Soul is never weary of 


I this e ; and thus I would * a thouſand 


Things, 
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Things, but that ſtill, methinks, Words do not 
enough expreſs my Soul; to underſtand that right, 
there requires Looks; there is a Rhetorick in Looks; 

in Sighs and ſilent Fouches that ſurpaſſes all; 

there is an Accent in the Sound of Words too, 
that gives a Senſe and ſoft Meaning to little Things, 
which of themſelves are of trivial Value, and in- 
ſignificant; and by the Cadence of the Utterance 
may expreſs a Tenderneſs which their own Mean- 
ing does not bear ; by this I wou'd inſinuate, that 
the Story of the Heart cannot be ſo well told by 
this Way, as by Preſence and Converſation; ſure 
Philander underſtands what-I mean by this, which. 
poſſibly is Nonſenſe to all but a Lover, who ap- 
prehends all the little fond Prattle of the Thing be- 
lov'd, and finds an Eloquence in it, that to a Senſe 
unconcern'd would appear even approaching to. 
Folly : But Philander, who has the true Notions. 
of Love in him, apprehends all that can be ſaid 
on that dear Subject; to him I venture to ſay any 
Thing, whoſe kindand ſoft Imaginations can ſupply 
all my Wants in the Deſcription of the Soul: Wil. 
it not, Philander ? . Anſwer me :—But oh, where 
art thou? I ſee thee not, I touch thee not; but 
when I haſte with Tranſport to embrace thee, tis 
Shadow all, and my poor Arms return empty to 
my Boſom: Why, oh why com'ſt thou not? Why 
art thou cautious, and prudently waiſted the flow- 
pac'd Night: Oh cold, oh unreaſonable Lover, 
Why ?—But I grow wild, and knew not what 1 
fay : Impatient Love betrays me to'a thouſand Fol- 
lies, a thouſand Raſhnefles : I die with Shame; but 
1 ͤmuſt be undone, and it is no matter how, whe- 
ther by my own Weakneſs, Philander' s Charms, 
or both, I know not; but ſo it is deftin'd, Oh 
Philander, it is two tedious Hours Love has 
counted ſince you writ to me, yet are but a quar- 
ter of a Mile diſtant; what have y Win 6 
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all that live-long while? Are you not unkind? 
Does not Sylvia lie neglected and unregarded in 
your Thoughts? Huddled up confuſedly with your 
graver Buſineſs of State, and almoſt loſt in the 
ambitious Croud ? Say, ſay, my lovely Charmer, 
is ſhe not ? Does not this fatal Intereſt you eſpouſe, 
rival your Sy/via? Is ſhe not too often remov'd 
thence to let in that haughty Tyrant Miſtreſs ? Alas, 
Philander, | more than fear ſhe is: And oh, my 
adorable Lover, when I look forward on our 
coming Happineſs, whenever Flay by the Thoughts 
of Honour, and give a looſe to Leve; I run 
not far in the pleaſing Career, before that 
dreadful Thought ſtopp'd me'on my Way: I 
have a fatal prophetick Fear, that gives a Check to 
my ſoft Purſuit, and tells me that thy unhappy 
Engagement in this League, this accurſed Aﬀo- 
ciation, will one Day undo us both, and part for 
ever thee and thy unlucky Sy/viaz Yes, yes, my 
dear Lord, my Soul does preſage'an unfortunate 
Event from this dire Engagement ; nor can your 
falſe Reaſoning, your faney'd Advantages, recon- 
cile it to my honeſt, good-natur'd Heart; and ſure» 
ly the Deſign is inconſiſtent with Love, for two 
ſuch mighty Contradictions and Enemies, as Love 
and Ambition, or Revenge, can never ſure abide 
in one Soul together, at leaſt Love can but ſhare 
Philander's Heart; when Blood and Revenge 
(Which he miſcalls Glory) rivals it, and has poſſi- 
bly the greate!? Part in it: Methinks, this Notion 
enlarges in me, and every Word I ſpeak, and 
every Minute's Thought of it, ſtrengthens its Rea- 
fon to me; and give me Leave (while T-am full of 
the Jealouſy of it) to expreſs my Sentiments, and 
lay before you thoſe Reaſons, that Love and I 
think moſt ſubſtantial ones ; what you have hitherto 
deſired: of me, oh unreaſonable Philander, and 
What. I (out of Modeſty. and Honour) 1 L 
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have Reaſon to fear (from the abſolute Conqueſt 
you have made of my Heart) that ſome Time or 
other the charming Thief may break in and rob me 
of; for Fame and Virtue Love begins to laugh at. 
My dear unfortunate Condition being thus, it is 
not impoſſible, oh Philander, but I may one Day, 
in ſome unlucky Hour, in ſome ſoft bewitching - 
Moment, in ſome ſpiteful, critical, raviſhing Mi- 
nute, yield all to the charming Philander; and if ſo, - 
where, oh where is my Security, that I ſhall not 
be abandon'd by the lovely Victor? For it is not 
ane Vows which you call ſacred (and I alas be- 
ieve ſo) that can ſecure me, tho' I, Heaven knows, 
believe them all, and am undone; you may keep them 
all too, and I believe you will; but oh Philander, 
in theſe fatal Circumſtances you have engag d your- 
ſelf, can you ſecure me my Lover? Your Prote- 
ſtations you may, but not the dear Proteſtor. Is 
it not enough, oh Philander, for my eternal Un- 
quiet, and Undoing, to know that you are mar- 
ry'd, and cannot therefore be entirely mine; is not 
this enough, oh cruel Philander? But you muſt 
eſpouſe a fatal Cauſe too, more pernicious than 
that of Matrimony, and more deſtructive to my 
Repoſe : Oh give me Leave to reaſon with you, and 
ſince you have been pleas'd to truſt and afflict me 
with the Secret, which, honeſt as I am, I will 
never betray ; yet, yet give me Leave to urge the 


Danger of it to you, and conſequently to me, if 


you purſue it; when you are with me, we can 
think, and talk, and argue nothing but the migh- 
tier Buſineſs of Love; and it is fit that I, ſo fondly, 
and fatally loy'd by you, ſhould warn you of the 
Danger. Conſider, my Lord, you are born Noble, 
from Parents of untainted Loyalty; bleſs'd with a2 
Fortune few Princes beneath Sovereignty are Ma- 
ſters of; bleſt with all gaining Youth, commanding 
Beauty, Wit, Courage, Bravery of Mind, and alt 
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that renders Men efteem'd and ador'd: What 
would you more? What is it, oh my charming 
Brother then, that you ſet up for ? Is it Glory ? 
Oh miſtaken, lovely Youth, chat Glory is but 
a glittering Light, that aſhes for a Moment, and. 
then diſappears; it is a falſe Bravery, that will bring 
an eternal Blemiſn upon your honeſt Fame and 
Houſe z render your honourable Name hated, de- 
teſted and abominable in Story to after Ages; 3 © 
Traytor! the worſt of Titles, the moſt inglorious 
and ſhameful; what has the King, our good, our 
gracious Monarch, done to Philander? How diſ- 
oblig'd him? Or indeed, what Injury to Man- 
kind ? Who has he oppreſs d? Where play'd the 
Tyrant or the Raviſher ? What one cruel or angry 
Thing has he committed in all the Time of his for- 
tunate and peaceable Reign over us ? Whoſe Ox 
or whoſe Aſs as he unjuſtly taken? What Orphan 
wrong d, or Widow's Tears neglected ?: But all 
his Life has been one continued Miracle ; all good, 
all gracious, calm and merciful : And this good, 
this God-like King, is mark'd out for Slaughter, 
deſign'd a Sacrifice to the private Revenge of a few 


ambitious. Knaves and Rebels, whoſe Pretence is 


the public Good, and: doomed to be baſely mur- _ 
dered: A Murder even on the worſt of Criminals, 
carries with it a Cowardiſe ſo black and infamous, 


as the moſt abject Wretches, the meaneſt ſpirited 


Creature has an Abhorrence for : What ! to mur- 
der a Man unthinking, unwarn'd, unprepar'd and 
undefended ! oh barbarous ! oh poor and moſt un- 
brave |. What Villain is there loſt to all Humani- 
ty, to be found upon the Face of the Earth, that, 


when done, dare own ſo helliſh a Deed as the 


Murder of the meaneſt of his Fellow Subjects, 
much leſs the ſacred Perſon of the King; the 
Lord's Anointed ; on whoſe awful Face tis im- 


< 0 0 to look without that Reverence Wwhere- 
with 
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with one would behold a God I For 'tis moſt cer- 
tain, that every Glance from his ptercing, wondrous 


| Eyes, begets a trembling Adoration ; for my Part, 


] ſwear to you, Philander, I never approach his 
facred Perſon, but my Heart beats, my Blood runs 
cold about me, and my Eyes overflow with Tears 
of Joy, while an awful Confuſion ſeizes me all 


over; and I am certain ſhould the moſt harden'd 
of your bloody Rebels look him in the Face, the 


deviliſh Inſtrument of Death would drop from his 
ſacrilegious Hand, and leave him confounded at 
the Feet of the Royal forgiving Sufferer; his Eyes 


have in them ſomething ſo fierce, ſo majeſtick, com- 


manding, and yet ſo good and merciful, as would ſof- 
ten Rebellion itſelf into repenting Loyalty; and like 
Caius Marius, ſeem to fay, Who is it dares hurt the 
K ing ?--They alone, like his Guardian Angels, de- 


fend his ſacred Perſon: Ohl what Pity it is, unhappy 


young Man, thy Education was not near the King. 
Tiis plain, tis reaſonable, tis honeſt, great and 
glorious to believe, what thy own Senſe (if thou 
wilt but think and conſider) will inſtruct thee in, 
that Treaſon, Rebellion and Murder, are far from 
the Paths that lead to Glory, which are as diſtant 
as Hell from Heaven. What is it then to advance? 
(fince I ſay *tis plain, Glory is never this Way to 
be atchiev'd) Is it to add more Thouſands to thoſe 
Fortune has already fo Jlaviſh'y beſtow'd on you? 
Oh my Philandcr, that's to double the vaſt Crime, 
which reaches already to Damnation : Would your 


Honour, your Conſcience, your Chriſtianity, or 


common Humanity, ſuffer you to inlarge your For- 
tunes at the Price of another's Ruin; and make 
the Spoils of ſome honeſt, noble, unfortunate Fa- 
mily, the Rewards of your Treachery ? Would you 
build your Fame on ſuch a Foundation? Perhaps 
on the Deſtruction of ' ſome Friend or Kinſman. 


Oh' barbarous and miftaken Greatneſs ; Thieves 
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and Robbers would ſcorn ſuch Outrages, that had 
Jene. br Cee 
Is it for Addition of Titles? What Elevation 
can you have much greater than where you now 
ſtand fix'd ? If you de not grow giddy with your _ 
fancied falſe Hopes, and fall from that glorious. - 
Height you are already arrived to, and which, with 
the honeſt Addition of Loyalty, is of far more 
Value and Luſtre, than to arrive at Crowns by 
Blood and Treaſon. This will laſt; to Ages laſt: 
While t'other will be ridicul'd to all Poſterity, 
ſhort liv'd- and reproachful here, infamous and ac- 
desi rrt. eg 
Is it to make Ceſario King? Oh what is Ceſaris 
to my Philander? If a Monarchy you deſign, tben 
why not this King, this great, this good, this Royal 
Forgiver? This, who was born a King, and born 
your King; and holds his Crown by Right of Na- 
ture, by Right of Law, by Right of Heaven itſelf ; 
Heaven who has preſerved him, and confirmed bim 
ours, by a thouſand miraculous Eſcapes and Suffer- 
ings, and indulged him ours by ten thouſand Acts 
of Mercy, and endeared him to us by his wondrous 
Care and Conduct, by ſecuring of Re Plenty, 
Eaſe and luxurious . ede, e all the fortu- 
nate Limits of his bleſſed Kingdoms: And will 
you ? Would you deſtroy this wondrous Gift of 
Heaven ? This God-like King, this real Good we 
now poſleſs, for a moſt uncertain one; and with 
it the Repoſe of all the happy Nation? To eſta» 
bliſh a King without Law, without Right, without 
Conſent, without Title, and indeed without even. 
competent Parts for ſo vaſt a Truſt, or ſo glori- 
ous a Rule? One who neuer oblig'd the Nation 
by one ſingle Act of Goodneſs or Valour, in all 
the Courſe of his Life; and who never fignaliz'd 
bimſelf to the Advantage of one Man of all the 
Kingdom : A Prince unfortunate in his Princi l : 
1 3 2 | An 


and Morals ; and whoſe ſole, ſingle Ingratitude to 
his Majeſty, for ſo many royal Bounties, Honours, 
and Glories heap'd upon him, is of itſelf enough 
to ſet any honeſt generous Heart againſt him. What 
is it bewitches you ſo? Is it his Beauty? Then 
Philander has a greater Title than Ceſario; and 
not one other Merit has he, ſince in Piety, Chaſtity, 
Sobriety, Charity and Honour, he as little excels, 
as in Gratitude, Obedience and Loyalty. What 
then, my dear Philander ? Is it his Weakneſs ? Ah, 
there's the Argument : You all propoſe, and think 
to govern ſo ſoft a King: But believe me, oh un- 
happy Philander / Nothing is more ungovernable 
than a Fool; nothing more obſtinate, wilful, con- 
ceited, and cunning ; and for his Gratitude, let the 
World judge what he muſt prove to his Servants, 
who has dealt ſo ill with his Lord and Maſter ; 
how he muſt reward thoſe that preſent him with | 
a Crown, who deals ſo ungraciouſly with him 4 
who gave him Life, and who ſet him up an hap- 

pier Object than a Monarch: No, no, Philander; 

he that can cabal, and contrive to dethrone a Father, 
will find it eaſy to diſcard the wicked and hated 
Inſtruments, that aſſiſted him to mount it; decline 

him then, oh fond and deluded Philander, decline 

him early; for you of all the reſt ought to do ſo, 
and not to ſet a helping Hand to load him with 
Honours, that choſe you out from all the World 
to load with Infamy: Remember that; Remember 
Ayrtilla, and then renounce him; do not you con- 

tribute to the adorning of his unfit Head with a 
Diadem, the moſt glorious of Ornaments, who 
unadorned yours with the moſt inglorious of all 
Reproaches, Think of this, oh thou unconſidering 
noble Youth ; lay thy Hand upon thy generous 
Heart, and tell it all the Fears, all the Reafonings 
of her that loves thee more than Life. A thouſand. 
Arguments J could bring, but thele few unſtudied 
FVV Ff... 
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(falling in among 1 ſofter Thoughts) I beg you 
ti 


will accept of, can more at large deliver 
the glorious Argument to your Soul; let this ſuffice 
to tell thee, that, like Caſſanara, I rave and pro- 
pheſy in vain; this Aſſociation will be the eternal 
Ruin of Philander; for let it ſucceed or not, either 
May thou art undone; 3 if thou purſueſt it, Pmuſt in- 
fallibly fall with thee, if I reſolve to follow thy 
or ill Fortune; for you cannot intend Love 

and Ambition, lein and Ce/ario. at once: Na, 
rſuade me not; the Title to one or t'other muſt 
de laid down, Sylvia.or Ceſario muſt be abandon'd : 


This is my fix d Reſolve, if thy too powerful Ar- 


ents convince not in ſpite of Reaſon, for they 
can do it; thou haſt the Tongue of an Angel, and 
the Eloquenoe of a God, and while I liſten to thy 
Voice, I take all thou ſay'ſt for wondrous Senſe. 
—Farewel; about two Hours hence I ſhall ex- 
pect you at the Gate that leads into the Garden 


Grove—Adieu! Remember | 


—ů — — — — 
. OX 1 


To SYLVIA. 


POW comes my charming Sylvia fo {killed in 
the Myfteries of State? Where learnt her ten- 


| der Heart the Notions of rigid Buſineſs? Where 


her ſoft Tongue, formed only for the dear Lan- 
guage of Love, to talk of the Concerns of Nations 
wu Kingdoms? *Tis true, when J gave my Soul 

way to my dear Counſellor, I reſerved nothin ng 


2 m ſelf, not even that Secret that ſo concern 


but laid all at her Mercy; my generous 


2. Boule not love at a leſs Rate, than to laviſh 


all and be undone for Sylvia; tis glorious Ruin, 


and it pleaſes me, if it advance one ſingle Joy, or add 


one 3 of my Love to Sylvia; tis not 
5 . 
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enough that we tell thoſe we love all they love to 
hear, but one ought to tell them too, every Secret that 

we know, and conceal no Part of that Heart one 
has made a Preſent of to the Perſon one loves; tis 
a Treaſon in Love not to be pardoned : I am ſen- 
mlible, that when my Story is told (and this happy 
one of my Love ſhall make up the greateſt Part of 
my Hiſtory) thoſe. that love not like me will be 
apt to blame me, and charge me with Weakneſs, 
for revealing ſo great a Truſt to a Woman, and 
amongſt all that I ſhall do to arrive at Glory, that 
will brand me with Feebleneſs ; but Sylvia, when 
Lovers ſhall read it, the Men will excuſe me, and 
the Maids: bleſs. me !' I ſhall be a fond. admired 
Precedent for them to point out ta their nemiſs te- 
ſerving Lovers, who will be reproached for nat 
purſuing my Example. IL know. not what Opi+- 
nion Men generally have of the Weakneſs of 
Women; but tis ſure a vulgar Error, for were 
they like my adorable Sy, had they had her 
Wit, her Vivacity of Spirit, her Courage, her ge- 
nerous Fortitude, her Command in every graceful 
| Look and Action, they were moſt certainly fit to 

rule and reign; and Man was only born robuſt 
and ſtrong, to ſeeure them on thoſe. Thrones they 
are formed (by Beauty, Softneſs, and a thouſand 
Charms which Men want) to poſſeſs. Glorious 
Woman was born for Command and Dominion; 
and tho' Cuſtom has uſurped us the Name ot Rule 
over all; we from the Beginning found ourſel ves 
(in ſpite of all our boaſted Prerogative) Slaves 
and Vaſſals to the Almighty Sex. Fake-then my 
Share of Empire, ye Gods; and give me Love ! 
Let me toil to gain, but let Hie triumph and 
reign; I aſk no more than the led Slave at her 
Chariot. Wheels, to gaze on my charming Con- 
quereſs, and wear with Jay her Fetters ! Oh how 
Proud I ſhould be to ſee the dear Victor of > 


% 


Soul ſo elevated, ſo adorn'd with Crowns and 


Sceptres at her Feet, which I had won; to ſee her 


 Imiling on the adoring Croud, diſtributing her Glo- 
Ties to young waiting Princes; there dealing Pro- 
vinces, and there a Coronet. Heavens! methinks 
I ſee the lovely Virgin in this State, her Chariot 


Nowly driving through the Multitude that preſs to 


gaze upon her, ſhe dreſs'd like Venus, richly gay 
and looſe, her Hair and Robe blown by the flying 
Winds, diſcovering a thouſand Charms to View 
thus the young Goddeſs looked, then when ſhe 


drove her Chariot down deſcending ' Clouds, to 


meet the Love- ſick Gods in cooling Shades; and 
fo would look my S,. Ah, my ſoft, lovely 
Maid; ſuch Thoughts as theſe fir'd me with Am- 
bition: For me, I ſwear by every Power that made 
me love, and made thee wondrous fair, I deſign 
no more by this great Enterprize than to make thee 
ſome glorious Thing, elevated above what we have 
ſeen yet on Earth; to raiſe thee above Fate or 
Fortune, beyond that Pity of thy duller Sex, who 
underſtand not thy Soul, nor can ever reach the 


Flights of thy generous Love! No, my Soul's 


Joy, I muſt not leave thee liable to their little na- 


tural Malice and Scorn, to the Impertinence of 
their Reproaches. No, my Sylvia, I muſt on, 


the great Deſign muſt move forward; tho' I aban- 
don it, twill advance; it is already too far to put 
a Stop to it; and now I am entered, it is in vain 


to retreat; if we are proſperous, it will to all 


Ages be called a glorious Enterprize; but if we fail, 
it will be baſe, horrid and infamous; for the World 
judges of nothing but by the Succeſs; that Cauſe 
is always good that is proſperous, that is ill which 
is unſucceſsful, Should I now retreat, I run many 


Hazards ; but tp go on I run but one; by the firſt 


I ſhall alarm the whole Cabal with a Jealouſy of 
my diſcovering, and thoſe. are Perſons of too . 
22 „ Senſe 
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Senſe and Courage, not to take ſome private Way 
of Revenge, to ſecure their own Stakes; and to 
make myſelf uncertainly ſafe by a Diſcovery, in- 
deed, were to gain a Refuge ſo ignoble, as a Man 
of Honour would ſcorn to purchaſe Life at; nor 
would that Baſeneſs ſecure me. But in going on, 
| oh Sylvia! when three Kingdoms ſhall lie unpoſſeſs d, 
and be expoſed, as it were,amonegfttherafingCroud,! 
who knows but the Chance may be mine, as well as 
any other's, who has but the ſame Hazard, and 
throw for it? If the ſtrongeſt Sword muſt do it, 
(as that muſt do it) why not mine ſtill? Why 
may not mine ſtill? Why may not mine be that 
fortunate one? Ceſaris has no more Right to it 
than Philander; tis true, a few of the Rabhle 
will pretend he has a better Title to it, but they 
are a ſort of eaſy Fools, laviſh in nothing but 
Noiſe and Nonſenſe; true to Change and Incon- 
ſtancy, and will abandon him to their own Fury 
for the next that cries Haloo : Neither is there one 
Part of fifty (of the Fools that cry him up) for 
his Intereſt, tho' they uſe him for a Tool to:-work 
with, he being the only Great Man that wants 
| Senſe enough to find out the Cheat which they 
dare impoſe upon. Can any Body of Reaſon believe, 
if they had deſign d him Good, they would let him 
bare · facd have own'd a Party ſo oppoſite. to all 
| Lays of Nature, Religion, Humanity, and com- 
mon Gratitude? When his Intereſt, if deſign'd, 
might have been carry'd on better, if he had ſtill 
diſfembled and ftay'd' in Court: No, believe me, 
Sylvia, the Politicians ſhew him, to render him 
adious to all Men of tolerable Senſe of the Party; 
for what Reaſon ſoever they have who are diſoblig'd 
(or at leaſt think themſelyes ſo) to ſet up for Li- 
berty, the World knows Ceſario renders himſelf 
the worſt of Criminals by it, and has abandon'd 
an Intereſt more glorious _ eaſy than Empire, 


to 
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to fide with and aid People that never did, or ever_ 
can oblige him; and he is ſo dull as to imagine that 
for his Sake, who never. did us Service or Good, 
are fe Cuckolding us be good) we ſhould venture 
ife and Fame to * down a true Monarch, to 
Tet up his Baſtard over us. Ce/ario muſt pardon me, 
if I think his Politicks are ſhallow as his Parts, and 
that his own Intereſt has undone him; for of what 
Advantage ſoever the Deſign may be to us, it re- 
ally ſbocks one's Nature to find a Son en gd 
. a Father, and to him fuch a Father. Nor, 
when Time comes, ſhall I forget the Ruin of 
Ayrtilla. But let him hope on ——and fo will I, 
as do a thouſand more, for ought I know; I ſer 
out as fair as they, and will ſtart as eagerly ; if 1 
miſs it now, I have Youth and Vieour ſufficient” 
for another Race; and while I ſtand on Fortune's 
Wheel as ſhe rolls it round, it may be my Turn 
to be a'th* Top; for when tis ſet in Motion, be- 
lieve me, Sylvia, it is not eaſily fix d: However let 
it ſuffice, I am now in, paſt 2 Retreat, and to urge 
it now: to me, is but to put me into inevitable 
Danger; at beſt it can but ſet me where J was mn 
that is worſe: than Death. When every Fool is 
aiming at a Kingdom, what Man of tolerable Pride 
and Ambition can be unconcerned, and not put 
' himſelf into a Poſture of catching, when a Diadem 
| ſhalbbe thrown among the Croud ? It were Inſen- 
- '{ibility, ſtupid Dulneſs; not to lift a Hand, or 
make an Effort to ſnatch it as it flies: Though the 
glorious falling Weight ſhould eruſh me, it is great 
to attempt; and if Fortune do not favour Fools, 
T:have as fair a ws for i it as any other Adven- 
turer. 

5 This, my ie, 1 is my Senſe of a Buſineſs you 
ſo much dread ;: I may riſe, but 1 cannot fall ; 
therefore, my Saia, urge it no more; Love g ave 
f . Ambiüan. and 9 not divert the * 
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%%% md "© 
fects of your wondrous Charms, but let them 
grow, and fpread, and fee what they will pro- 
duce for my lovely Sylvia, the Advantages will 
moſt certainly be her s: But no more: How 

came my Love ſo dull to entertain thee ſo many 
Minutes thus with Reaſons for an Affair, which 


crifice all to her Repoſe, nay, to her leaſt Com- 
mand, even the Life of FF 


(My Eternal Pleaſure) 


| T have na longer Patience, I muſt: be coming to- 
wards the Grove, tho it will do me no Good, more 
than knowing I am ſa much nearer my adorable 
Creature. LD | 


not counterfeited my Hand. 


CU — 


3 


eee eee 
Writ in a Pair of Tablets. 
I Charmer, I wait your Commands in the 


rinda, Dorillus his Daughter, entring with a Baſket 
of Cowſlips for Sylvia, unneceſlarily offering 
Sweets to the Goddeſs of the Groves, from whence. 
they (with/all the Reſt of their gaudy Fellows of 
the Spring) aſſume their raviſhing Odours. I take 
every Opportunity of telling my Sy/via what I 
have ſo often repeated, and ſhall be ever repeating 
with the ſame Joy while I live, that I love my 
Sylvia to Death and Madneſs ; that my Soul is on 
the Rack, till ſhe ſend me the happy advancing 

Word, And yet believe me, lovely Maid, I could 
L | FC grow 


one ſoft Hour with Sylvia will convince to what 
ſhe would have it; believe me, it will, I will ſa⸗ 


Your PHILAND ER. 


I conjure you burn this, for writing in haſte 1 hav - 


1 Meadow behind the Grove, where I ſaw Do- 
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grow old with waiting here the bleſſed Moment, 
though ſet at any Diſtance (within the Compaſs of 
Life, and impoſſible to be till then arriv'd to) but 
when I am ſo near approach'd it, Love from all 
Parts rallies and haftens to my Heart for the 
mighty Encounter, till the poor panting overload- 
ed Victim dies with the preſſing Weight. No more, 
You know 1 it, for it is, and will be e 


M 8. 1 Eats | 
POSTS© RIPT. = 2 


Remember, my adorable, it is now Seven Check : 
T have my Watch in my Hand, waiting and looking 
on the flow pac d Minutes. Eight will quickly ar- 
rive, I hope, and then it is dark enough to hide ne; 


think where I am, and tubo I an, warring near 22 ö 
via, and ber Philander, | 


- 


I think, my dear 1 you 1 bern the er 
Key of theſe Tablets, if not, they are eaſily broke 
open: You have an Hour good to write in, Sylvia 
and I ſhall wait unemployed by any Thing but 
Thought. Send me Word how you were like to 
have been ſurpriz d; it ma ay po poſſibly be of Advan- 
tage to me in this Night's dear "Adi. I 
wonder'd at the Superſeripeion of my Letter in- 
deed, of which Dorillus could give me no other 
Account, than that you were ſurpriz d, and he re- 
ceiv'd it with Difficulty ; give me the Story now, 
do it in Charity, my Angel. Beſides, I would 
employ all thy Moments, for I am Jealous of 
every one that is not dedicated to Sylvia" 8 Phis 


lander, 


>; 
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Have received your Tablets, of which.I have 
1 the Key, and Heaven only knows (for Lovers 
cannot, unleſs they loved like Sylvia, and her Phi- 
lander) what Pains and Pantings my Heart ſuſtain'd- 
at every Thought they brought me of thy near Ap- 
_ proach; every Moment I ftart, and am ready to 
faint with Joy, Fear, and ſomething not to be ex- 
preſs'd that ſeizes me. To add to this, I have 
buſy'd myſelf with dreſſing my Apartment up with 
Flowers, fo that I fancy the ceremonious Buſineſs 
of the Light looks like the Preparations for the 
dear Joy of the Nuptial Bed; that too is fo adorn'd 
and deck'd with all that's ſweet and gay; all which 
poſſeſſes me with fo raviſhing and ſolemn a' Con- 
fuſion, that it is even approaching to the molt pro- 
found Sadneſs itſelf. '- Oh Philander, I find I am 
fond of being undone ; and unleſs you take a 
more than mortal Care of me, I know this 
Night ſome fatal Miſchief will befall me; what 
it is I know not, either the Loſs of Phi- 
lander, my, Life, or my Honour, or all to- 
gether, which a Diſcovery only of your being 
alone in my Apartment, and at ſuch an Hour, will 
moſt certainly draw upon us: Death is the leaſt 
we muſt expect, by ſome Surprize or other, my 
Father being raſh, and extremely jealous, and the 
more ſo of me, by how much more he is fond of 
me, and nothing would enrage him like the Diſco- 
very of an Interview like this; though you have 
Liberty to range the Houſe of Bellfont us a Son, and 
are indeed at Home there; but when you come by 
Stealth, when he ſhall find his Son and Virgin 
Daughter, the Brother and the Siſter ſo retired, fo 
entertained, What but Death can enſue ? Or 
what is worſe, Eternal Shame? Eternal Confuſion 
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on my Honour? What Excuſe, what Evaſions, Vows 
and Proteſtations will convince him, or appeaſe Ayr 
tilla's Jealouſy; Myrtilla, my Siſter, and Philander's 
Wife? Oh Godl that cruel Thought will put me into 
Ravings; I have a thouſand Streams of killing Re- 
flections which flow from that original Fountain 
Curſe on the Alliance that gave you a Welcome to 
Belifant. Ah Philander, could you not have ſtay d 
ten ſhort Years longer? Alas, you thought that 
was an Age in Youth, but it is but a Day in Love: 
Ah, could not your eager Youth have led you to a 

thouſand Diverſions, a thouſand Times have baited 

in the long Journey of Life, without hurrying on 
to the laſt Stage, to the laſt Retreat, but the Grave; 
and to me ſeem as irrecoverable, as impoſſible to 

Tettieve thee : Could no kind Beauty ſtop thee 

on thy Way, in N Food Pity ; Philander ſaw 

me then. And tho* Myrii/la was more fit for 

his Careſſes, and I but capable to pleaſe with Child- 
31h Prattle ; oh could he not have ſeen a promi- 
ſing Bloom in my Face, that might have foretold 
the future Conqueſts I was born to make? Oh 
was there no prophetick Charm that could beſpeak 
your Heart, engage it, and prevent that fatal Mar- 

7. You ſay, my adorable Brother, we were 
deſtined from our Creation for one another; that 

the Decrees of Heayen, or Fate, or both, deſign'd 

us for this mutual Paſſion: Why then, oh why 

did not Heaven, Fate, or Deſtiny, do the mighty 

Work, when firſt you ſaw my infant Charms ? 

But oh, Philander, why do I vainly rave? Why 

call in vain on Time that's fled and gone? Why 

idly wiſh: for ten Year's Retribution ? That will 
not yield a Day, an Hour, a Minute: No, no, 
"tis paſt, tis paſt and flown for ever, as diſtant as 
a thouſand Years to me, as irrecaverable. Oh 
Philander, what haſt thou thrown away? Ten 
glorious Years of raviſhing Youth, of unmatch'd 
Wo heavenly 


Rape rather than Marriage; you fled with her. 
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heavenly Beauty, on one that knew not half the Value 
of it! Syluia was only born to ſet a Rate upon it, 
was only capable of Love, ſuch Love as might 
deſerve it: Oh why was that charming Face ever 
laid on any Boſom that knew not how to ſigh, 


and pant, and heave at every Touch of ſo much 5 


diſtracting Beauty? Oh why were thoſe dear 
Arms, whoſe ſoft Preſſings raviſh where they 
circle, deſtin'd for a Body cold and dull, that could 


ſleep inſenſibly there, and not ſo much as dream 


the while what the tranſporting Pleaſure ſignified; 


but unconcerned receive the wondrous Bleſſing, 


and never knew its Price, or thank'd her Stars ? 


She has thee all the Day to gaze upon, and yet 
| ſhe lets thee paſs her careleſs Sight, as if there 


were no Miracles in view: She does not fee 
the little Gods of Love that play eternally in 
thy Eyes; and ſince ſhe never received a Daft 
from thence, believes thete's no Arcillery there. 
She plays not with thy Hair, nor weaves her 


ſnowy Fingers in the Curls of Jet, ſets it in 


Order, and adores its Beauty: The Fool with 


Flaxen-Wigg had done as well for her 4 a dull; 
white Coxcomb had made as 


2 1 


| z 
a Huſband is no more, at no more. ON 


wert thou thus 


thou charming que of my eternal Wiſhes, why 


iſpos d? Oh fave thy Life, 


tell me what indifferent Impulſe obliged thee to 


theſe Nuptials : Hall A4z#r#/ been recommended 
or forc'd by the Tyranny of a Father into thy 
Arms, or for baſe Lucre thou hadſt choſen her; 
this had excus'd thy Youth and Crime; Obedience 


| Or Vanity 1 could hive parden'd, at chi 


'twas 'Lovez Love, my Philanuey thy raving 
Love, and that which has undone thee Was a 


Oh Heavens, mad to poſſeſs, you ſtole the un- 


loving Prize Tes, you 10% d her, falſe as 


C4 you 
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you are, you did; perjur'd and faithleſs. Lov'd © 
her ?—Hell and Confuſion on the Word; it was 
10. Oh Pbilander, I am loſ.— ¼ꝶ, 


TDyis litter was found torn in Pieces. 
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My Lord. 


6 HE S E Pieces of Paper, which I have put 
| together as well as I could, were writ by 
my Lady to have been ſent by Dorinda, when on 
a ſudden ſhe roſe in Rage from her ſeat, tore firſt 
the Paper, and then her Robes and Hair, and in- 
deed nothing has eſcaped the Violence of her Paſ- 
ſion; nor could my Prayers or Tears retrieve 
them, or calm her: Tis however chang'd at laſt 
to mighty Paſfons of Weeping, in which Employ-- 
ment I have left her on her Repoſe, being com- 
manded away. I thought it my Duty to give your 
Lordſhip this Account, and to ſend the Pieces of 
Paper, that your Lordſhip may gueſs at the Oc» 
caſion of the ſudden Storm which ever riſes in 
that fatal Quarter; but in putting them in Order, 
Thad like to have been ſurprized by my Lady's 
Father; for my Lord, the Count, bong: long 
ſolicited. me for Favours, and taking all Oppor- 
tunities of entertaining me, found me alone in 
my Chamber, employ'd in ſerving your Lordſhip; 
I had only Time to hide the Papers, and to get rid 
of him, having given him an Aſſignatiòn to Night 
in the Garden Grove, to give him the Hearing 
to what he ſays he has to propoſe to me — | 
Heaven all Things go right to your Lordſhip's Wiſh 
this Evening, for many ominous Things happen'd 
To-day. Madam, the Counteſs, had like to mo 
1 = | kl | taken 


* 
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taken a Letter writ for your Lordſhip 2 
for the Ducheſs of coming to make her a Vi- 
fit, came on a ſudden with her into my Lady's 
Apartment, and ſurpriz'd her writing in her Dreſ- 
ſing Room, giving her only Time to ſlip the Paper 
into her Comb-Box. The firſt Ceremonies being 
-paſs'd, as Madam, the Dutcheſs, uſes not much, 
ſhe fell to commend my Lady's :Dreffing-Platez 
and taking up the Box, and opening it, found the 
Letter, and laughing, cry'd, Oh, have 1 found you 
making Love; at which my Lady, with an infi- 

nite Confuſion, would have retrieved it, But the 
Dutcheſs not quitting her Hold, cry'd—Nay, I 
am reſolved to ſee in what Manner you write to 
a Lover, and whether you have a Heart tender 
or cruel ? At which ſhe began to read aloud, my 
Lady to bluſh and change Colour a hundred Times 
in a Minute: I ready to die with Fear; Madam 
the Counteſs, in infinite Amazement, my Lady 
interrupting every Word the Dutcheſs read, by 
Prayers and Intreaties, which heightened her Cu- 
rioſity, and being young and airy, regarded not 
the Indecency to which ſhe preferr'd her Curio- 
ſity, who ſtill laughing, cry'd, ſhe was reſolv'd to 


read it out, and know the Conſtitution of her 


Heart; when my Lady, whoſe Wit never fail'd 
her, cry'd, I beſeech you, Madam, let us have ſo 
much Complaiſance for Melinda as to aſk her Con- 
ſent in this Affair, and then I am pleas'd you ſhould 
ſee what Love I can make upon Occaſion : I took 
the Hint, and with a real Confuſion, cry'd—I im- 
plore you, Madam, not to diſcover my Weakneſs 
to Madam, the Dutcheſs ; I would not for the 


World be thought to love ſo paſſionately, as 


your Ladyſhip, in Favour of Alexis, has made me 
profeſs, under the Name of Sylvia to Philander. 
This encouraged my Lady, who began to ſay a 
thouſand pleaſant Things of Alexis, Dorillus his 
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Son, and my Lover, as your Lordſhip knows, 
and who is no inconſiderable Fortune for a Maid, 
enrich'd only by your Lordſhip's Bounty. My 
Lady, after this, took the Letter, and all being 
reſolv'd it ſhould be read, ſhe herſelf did it, and 
turned it fo prettily into Burleſque Love _ 
manner of reading it, that made Madam, the Dut- 
cheſs, laugh extreamly ; who at the End of it, 
cryed to my Lady—Well, Madam, I am ſatisfied 
you have not a Heart wholly inſenſible of Love, 
that could ſs expreſs it for another. Thus they 
rally'd on, till careful of my Lover's Repoſe, the 
Dutcheſs urg'd the Letter might be immediately 
_ "(ent away; at which my Lady readily folding up 
the Letter, writ, For the Conflant Alexis, on the 
Oiutſide: I took it, and begg'd I might have Leave 
to retire to write it over in my own Hand; they 
permitted me, and I carry'd it, after ſealing it, to 
Dorillus, who waited for it, and wondering to find 
his Son's Name on it, cry'd—Miſtreſs, Melinda, 
I doubt you have miſtook my preſent Buſineſs ; 1 
wait for a Letter from my Lady to my Lord, and 
you give me one from yourſelf to my Son Alexis; 
*twill be very welcome to Alexis I confeſs, but at 
this Time I had rather oblige my Lord than m. 
Son: [laughing reply'd, He was miſtaken, that - 
lexis, at this Time, meant no other than my Lord, 
which pleas'd the good Man extreamly, who 
thought it a good (Omen for his Son, and ſo went 
his way fatisfy'd ; as every Body was, except the 
Counteſs, who fancy'd ſomething more in it than 
my Lady's Inditing for-me ; and after Madam the 
Dutcheſs was gone, ſhe went ruminating and pen- 
five to her Chamber, from whence I am confi- 
dent ſhe will not depart To- night, and will poſſi- 
bly ſet Spies in every Corner ; at leaſt *tis good to 
fear the worſt, that we may prevent all Things 
that would hinder this Night's 2 As 
„„ N | oon 
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On as the Coaſt is clear, I'll wait on your Lord- 
ſhip, and be your Conductor, and in all Things clſe 
am ready to ſhew myſel, 
„ } My Lord, i 8 Us| 
muna Loraſbip' moſt zm, 
. _ bo) | and mift obedient Servant, ' 
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Voith an immediate Account of the Recovery 
and Calmneſs of my adorable Weeping Sylvia, or 
I ſhall enter Bellfnt with my Sword drawn, 
bearing down all before me, till I make my Way 
to my charming Mourner : O God! Sylvia in 
Rage ! Sylvia in any Paffion but that of Love? 1 


cannot bear it, no, by Heaven I cannot; I ſhall do 


ſome Outrage either on myſelf or at Bellſont. Oh 
thou dear Advocate of my tendereſt Wiſhes, thou 
| Confident of my never dying Flame, thou kind 


. * 


adminiftring Maid, fend ſome Relief to my break - 
ing Heart Haſte and tell me, Sylvia is calm, that 


her bright Eyes ſparkle with Smiles, or. if they 


 languiſh, ſay tis with Love, with expecting Joys; 
that her dear Hands are no more employed in Exer- 


ciſes too rough and unbecoming their native Soft= _ 


neſs, O eternal God! tearing perhaps her Divine 
Hair, brighter than the Sun's reflecting Beams, in- 
juring the Heavenly Beauty of her charming Face 


zd Boſom, the Joy and Wiſh of all Mankind that 


Jock upon her: 
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An Hadi, what hive you told me? Stay the 


h charm her with Prayers and : 
C6 Ry Tears, 
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Tears, ſtop her dear Fingers from the rude Aſſaultsg + 
bind her tir Hands; repeat Philander to her, ie] 
her he's fainting with the News of her Unkindneſ 
and Outrage on her lovely Self; but tell her too, 
I die adoring her; tell her I rave, I tear, I curſe 
my ſelf, for ſo 1 do; tell her I would break 
out into a Violence that ſhould ſet all Bellfont in 
a Flame, but for my Care of her. Heaven and 
Farth fhould not reſtrain me,—no, they ſhould not, 
hut her leaſt Frown ſhould ftill me, tame 
me, and make me a calm Coward : Say this, ſay _ 
all, ſay any Thing to charm her Rage and Tears. 
Oh I am mad, ſtark-mad, and ready to run on 
1 ele Buſineſs I die to think her guilty of: 
Tell her how it would grieve her to ſee me torn 
and eee that e. ſhe oy_ ruffled 
And diminiſh'd by Rage, violated by my inſupport- 
'abl, . riet, mylelf : 1— bereft of all Senle but 
that of Love, but that of Adoration for m 
charmin 2, cruel Inſenſible, who is poſſeſſed wit 
Fee ought, with every Imagination that can 
e 
that is in Disfayour of the wretched Philander. Oh 
Melinda, write immediately, or you will behold 
me enter a moſt deplorable Obje& of Fitye : |... 
When f receiv'd your's, I fell into ſuch. a Paffion 
that I forc'd myſelf back to Dorillus his Houſe, 
Teſt my Tranſports had hurry'd me to Bellfont, 
where T ſhould have undone all: But as I can reſt 
To, where, I am now. returning to the Meadow 
again, where I will expect your Aid, or die, 


er me unbappy, borne away with every Fancy 
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To PHI LAND E M 
I Muſt own, my charming Philander,, that my 


Love is now arrived to that Exceſs, that every 

hought which before but diſcompos'd me, now 
puts me into a Violence of Rage unbecoming my 
Sex; or any Thing but the mighty Occaſion of it, 
Love, and which only had Power to calm what 
it had before ruffled into a deſtructive Storm: But 
like the anger'd Sea, which pants and heaves, and 
retains ſtill an uneaſy Motion long after the rude 
Winds are appeas'd and huſh'd to Silence; my 
Heart beats ſtill, and heaves with the ſenſible Re- 


miins of the late dangerous Tempeſt of my Mind, 


and nothing can abſolutely calm me but the Ap- 
proach of the all- powerful Philander; though that 
Thought poſſeſſes me with ten thouſand Fears, 


which I know will vaniſh all at thy Appearance, 
and aſſume no more their dreadful Shapes till thou 


art gone again: Bring me then that kind Ceſſation, 

bring me my. Philander, and ſet me above the 

Thoughts of Cares, Frights, orany other Thoughts 
but thoſe of tender Love: Haſte then, thou charm- 


ing Object of my eternal Wiſhes, and of my new 
Deſires ; haſte to my Arms, my Eyes, my Soul. 


_ - 'Tis almoſt dark, and my Mother is retired .to - 
her Chamber, my Father to his Cabinet, and has 


But oh, be. wondrous careful there, do not betray 
the eaſy Maid that truſts thee amidſt all her ſacred 


Store. 


. 
* 


left all that Apartment next the Garden wholly 


without Spies. I have, by truſty Dorillus, ſent 
you a Key Melinda got made to the Door, which 


leads from the Garden to the Black- ſtairs to my 
Apartment, ſo carefully locked, and the original 


Key ſo cloſely. guarded, by my jealous. Father: 
„That Way I beg you to come; a Way but — 
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well known to Philander, and by which ke has 
made many an Eſcape to and from Myrtilla. Oh 


Advantage will be as great as bartering Hell for 


rillus his Farm, where I threw me on a Bed, and 
lay without Motion, and almoſt without Life for 


my great Concern, my Torment, my Love and 
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For yet my Sylvia is a Maid: Ves, yes, ye en- 


God; but having overcome all Difficulties, all the 


the mighty Fantom of the Fair, the Giant Honour, 


„ 


damn that Thought, what makes it torturing me, 
iet me change it for thoſe of Philander, the 


Heaven; haſte then, Ph:lander - But what need I 
bid thee, Love will lend thee his Wings; thou 
who commandeſt all his Artillery, put them on, 
and fly to thy languiſhing oy 4 TER 


IE „„ - - - 3 
Oh I faint with the dear | . 
Thought of thy Approach. 


e > 5 Ig * 1 
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hn eee 
XX7 1TH much ado, with many a Sigh, a pant- 
ing Heart, and many a languifhing Look 
back towards happy Bellfont,- I have recovered Do- 


two Hours; till at laſt, through all my Sighs, 


Rage broke Silence, and burſt into all the different 
Complaints both ſoft and mad by Turns, that ever 
poſſeſſed a Soul extravagantly ſeized with frantick. 
Love; ah, Sylvia, what did not I fay ? How did 
I not curſe, and who except my charming Maid? 


vying Powers, ſhe is, and yet the ſacred and in- 
eſtimable Treaſure was offered a trembling Victim 
to the overjoyed and fancied Deity, for then and 
there I thought myſelf happier than a triumphing 


Fatigues and Toils of Love's long Sieges, vanquiſſ'd 
and routed all the numerous. Hoſt Ms 
LE | FE ; 5 . 7 ittle 


— 


Part J. Love Lettert. — 
little Reaſonings, paſſed all the Bounds of peeviſh 
Modeſty ; nay, even all the looſe and ſilken Coun- 
terſcarps that fenced the ſacred Fort, and nothing 
ſtopped my glorious Purſuit: Then, then, ye Gods, 
juſt then, by an Over-tranſport, to fall juſt faint- 
ing before the ſurrendering Gates, unable to re- 
ceive the yielding Treaſure ! Oh Sy/na / What 
Demon, malicious at my Glory, ſeized my Vigour? 
What God, envious of my * Joy, rendered 
me a ſhameful Object of his Raillery ? Snatched 
my (till then) never failing Power, and left me 
dying on thy charming Boſom. Heavens, how I 
lay | Silent with wonder, Rage and Extaſy of 
Love, unable to complain, or rail, or ftorm, or 
ſeek for Eaſe, but wich my Sighs alone, which 
made up all my Breath; my mad Deſires remained, 
but all unactive, as Age or Death itſelf, as cold 
and feeble, as unfit for , as if my youthful Fire 
had long been paſt, or Sylvia had never been bleſt 
with Charms. Tell me, thou wondrous perfect 
Creature, tell me, where Jay the hidden Witch» 
craft? Was Sylvia's Beauty too Divine to mix 
with mortal Joys? Ah id, 'twas raviſting, but 
Human all. Yet fure *twas ſo approaching to Di- 
vinity, as changed my Fire to awful Adoration, 
and all my wanton Heat to reverend Contempla- 
tion.— But this is Nonſenſe all, it was ſomething 
more that gave me Rage, Deſpair and Torments 
inſupportable: No, it was no dull Devotion, tame 
Divinity, but mortal killing Agony, unlucky 
Diſappointment, unnatural Impotence. Oh! I am 
loſt, enchanted by ſome magick Spell: Oh, what 
can Sylvia ſay ? What can ſhe think of my fond 
Paſſion; ſhe*H ſwear it is all a Cheat, I had it not. 
No, it could not be; ſuch Tales I've often heard, 
as often laughed at too, of diſappointed Lovers; 
would Sylvia believe (as ſure ſhe may) mine 
Was Exceſs of Paſſion; What! My Sv be» 
wt | =s 


64 | | Love-Letters. P art I: 
ing arrived to all the Joy of. Love, juſt come to 
reap the glorious Recompence, the full Reward, 
the Heaven for all my Sufferings, do I lie gazing 
only, and no more? A dull, a feeble unconcerned 
 Admirer ! Oh my eternal Shame !/—Curſe on my 
Youth ; give me, ye Powers, old Age, for that 
has ſome Excuſe, but Youth has none: Tis Dull- 
neſs, ſtupid Inſenſibility: Where ſhall. I hide m. 
Head when this lewd Story's told? When it ſhall 
be confirmed, Pbilander the young, the briſk and 
gay Philander, who never failed the Woman he 
ſcarce wiſhed for, never baulked the Amorous 
conceited Old, nor the ill-favoured Young, yet 
when he had extended in his Arms the Voung, the 
charming Fair and longing Sylvia, the untouched, 
unſpotted, and till then, unwiſhing lovely Maid, 
yielded, defenceleſs, and unguarded all, he wanted 
— to ſeize the trembling Prey: Defend me, 
Heaven, from Madneſs. Oh Sylvia, I have reflected 
on all the little Circumſtances that might occaſion 
this Diſaſter, and damn me to this Degree of Cold- 


2 


neſs, but I can fix on none: I had, it is true, for 


:Sylvia's Sake, ſome Apprehenſions of Fear of being 
.ſurprized ; for coming thro' the Garden, I ſa at 
the farther End a Man, at leaſt 1 fancied by that 
Light it was a Man; who perceiving the Glimpſe 

of ſomething approach from the Grove, made 
ſoftly towards me, but with ſuch Caution, as if 
he feared to be miſtaken in the Perfon, as much as 
was to approach him: And reminding what A.- 
linda told me, of an Aſſignation ſhe had made to 
Aonſieur the Count—imagined it him; nor was I 
miſtaken when I heard his Voice calling in low 
Tone Melinda At which I mended my Pace, 
and ere he got half Way the Garden recovered the 
Door, and ſoftly unlocking it, got in unperceived, 

:and faſtened it after me, well enough aflured. that 

be ſaw not which Way. I vaniſhed: * 1 


* 


Sat: Lit 
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failed not to alarm me with ſome Fears on your 


dear Account, that diſturbed my Repoſe, and which 


I thought then not neceſſary to impart to you, 
and which indeed all vaniſhed at the Sight of my 
adorable Maid: When entering thy Apartment, I 
beheld thee extended on a Bed of Roſes, in Gar- 
ments, which, if poſſible, by their wanton looſe 
Negligence and Gaiety, augmented thy natural 
Charms: I trembling fell on my Knees by your Bed- 
ſide and gazed a while, unable to ſpeak for Tranſ- 
ports of Joy and Love: Vou too were ſilent, and re- 
mained fo, ſo long that I ventured to preſs your Lips 
with mine, which all their eager K iſſes could not 
put in Motion, fo that I feared you fainted ; a ſud- 
den Fright, that in'a Moment changed my Fever of 
Love into a cold Ague Fit; but you revived me. 
with a Sigh again, and fired me a- new, by preſſing 
my Hand, and from that ſilent ſoft Encouragement, 


I, by Degrees, raviſhed a thouſand Bliſſes; yet 


fill 


between your tempting charming Kiſſes, you would 
cry—Oh, my Philander, do not injure; me,—be 

ſure you preis me not to the laſt Joys of Love: 
Oh have a Care, or I am undone for ever: reſtrain 
your roving Hands. Oh whither would they 
wander? My Soul, my Joy, my everlaſting 
Charmer, oh whither would you go: — Thus with 
a thouſand Cautions more, which did but raiſe 


what you deſigned to calm, you made me but 
madder to gal ö 


the 
eſs:; Not all the Vows you bid me 


call to mind, could now reſtrain my wild and Head- 
ſtrong Paſſion; my raving, raging (but my ſoft) 
Deſire: No, Sylvia, no, it was not in the Power of 
feeble Fleſh and Blood to find Reſiſtance againſt 
To many Charms; yet ſtill you made me ſwear, 


ſtill-T proteſted, but ſtill burnt on with the ſame 


torturing Flame, till the vaſt: Pleaſure even be- 


came a 


not all your Art and Modeſty could hide it 


— 


in: To add to this, I ſaw, (yes, Sylvia, 


ſaw 


66 Love-Letters, Part J. 
ſaw the raviſhing Maid as much inflamed as 1 
ſhe burnt with equal Fire, with equal Lang uiſh- 
ment: Not all her Care could keep the Spark 
.concealed, but it broke out in every Word and 
Look; her trembling Tongue, her feeble fainting : 
Voice betrayed it all; Sighs interrupting every Syl- 
lable; a Languiſhment [ never ſaw till then dwelt 
in her charming Eyes, that contradicted all her lit- 
tle Vows ; her ſhort and double Breathings heaved 
her Breaſt, her ſwelling ſnowy Breaſt, her Hands 
that graſped me trembling as they cloſed, while the 
Permitted mine unknown, unheeded to traverſe all 
her Beauties, till quite forgetting all I had faintly 
promiſed, and wholly abandoning my Soul to Joy, 
IJ ruſhed upon her, who, all fainting, lay beneath 
my uſeleſs Weight, for on a ſudden all my Power 
was fled, ſwifter than Lightning hurried thre 
my infeebled Veins, and vaniſhedall: Not the dear 
Iovely Beauty which I preſt, the dying Charms of 
that fair Face and Eyes, the Claſps of thoſe ſoft 
Arms, nor the bewitching Accent of her Voice, 
that murmured Love half ſmothered in her Sighs, 
nor all my Love, my vaſt, - my mighty Paſſion, 
could call x my fugitive Vigour back again: Oh no, 
__*the more I look — the more I touched and ſaw, the 
more I was undone. Oh me, my too tod 
lovely Maid, do not revile the Faults which you 
-alone create. Conſider all your Charms at once 
expoſed, conſider every Senſe about me raviſhed, 
overcome with Joys too mighty to be ſupported, D 
no aer if I fell a ſhameful Sacrifice to the fond 
Deity: Conſider how 1 waited, how I ſtrove, and 
fn urnt on, and every tender Touch {fill added 
Fuel to the vigorous ite, which by your Delay 
conſumed itſelf} in Burning. I want Philoſs phy 
to małse this out, or Faith to fix my Unhappineſs on 
any Chance or natural Accident; dut this, my 
l Sylvia, 1 am __ that had I ä 
| | Els, 
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leſs, I'd been leſs wretched : Nor had we parted, 
Sylvia, on ſo ill Terms, nor had I left you with 
an Opinion ſo diſadvantageous for Philander, but 
for that . unhappy Noiſe at your Chamber-door, 
which alarming your Fear, occaſioned your Re- 
covery-from that dear Trance, to which Love and 
ſoft Deſire had reduced you, and me from the moſt 
tormenting ſilent Agony that diſappointed Joy ever 
poſſeſt a fond expecting Heart with. Oh Heavens ! 
to have my Sylvia in my Power, favoured by Si- 
lence, Night and ſafe Retreat! then, then, to lie 
a tame cold Sigher only, as if my Sylvia gave 
that Aſſignation alone by Stealth, undreſt, all looſe 
and languiſhing, fit for the mighty Buſineſs of the 
Night, only to hear me prattle, fee me gaze, or 
tell her what a pretty Sight it was to ſee the Moon 
ſhine through the dancing Boughs. Oh damn my 
bardened Dullneſs . But no more,. I am all 
Fire and Madneſs at the Thought, But I was 
ſaying, Sylvia, we both recovered then when the 
Noiſe alarmed us. I long to know whether you 
think we were betrayed, for on that Knowledge 
reſts a mighty Part of my Deſtiny: I hope we are 
not, by an Accident that befel me at my going 
away, which (but for my untimely Force of leaving 
my lovely Sylvia, which gave me Pains inſupport- 
able) would have given me great Diverſion. ' You 
know our Fear of being diſcovered occaſioned my 
Diſguiſe, for you found it neceſſary I ſhould depart, 
your Fear had ſo prevailed, and that in Melinda s 
Night-gown and Head-dreſs: Thus attired, with 
much ado, I went and left my Soul behind me, 
and finding no Body all along the Gallery, nor in 
my Paſſage from your Apartment into the Garden, 
I was a thouſand Times about to return to all | 
Joys; when in the Midſt of this almoſt ended Diſ- 


pute, I ſaw by the Light of the Moon (which was 
by good Fortune under a Cloud, and could not 


# 


diſtinctly direct the Sight) a Man making towards 
me with cautious Speed, which made me advance 
with the more Haſte to recover the Grove, believ- 
ing to have eſcaped him under the Covert of the 
Trees; for retreat I could not, without betraying 
Which Way I went; but juſt at the Entrance of 
the Thicket, he turning ſhort made up to me, 
and I perceived it Manſieur the Count, who taking 
me for Melinda, whom it ſeems he expected, caught 
hold of my Gown as I would have paſſed him, 
and cried, Now Melinda, I ſee you are a Maid 
of Honour, Come, retire with me into the Grove, 
where I have a Preſent of a Heart and ſomething 
elſe to make you, that will be of more Advantage to 
you than that of Alexis, though ſomething younger. 
I all confounded knew not what to reply, nor 
how, leſt he ſhould find his Miſtake, at leaſt, if 
he diſcovered not who I was : Which Silence gave 
him Occaſion. to go on, which he did in this man- 
ner: What not a Word, Melinda, or do you 
deſign I ſhall take your Silence for Confent ? If ſo, 
come my pretty Creature, let us not loſe the Hour 
Love has given us; at this he would have ad- 
vanced, leading me by the Hand, which he preſſed 
and kiſſed very amorouſly : Judge, my adorable 
Sylvia, in what a fine Condition your Philander 
then was in. What ſhould I do? To go had diſ- 
appointed him worſe than I was with thee before; 
not to go, betrayed me: I had much ado to hold 
my Countenance, and unwilling to ſpeak. While 
I was thus employed in Thought, Monſieur —— 
pulling me (eager of Joys to come,) and I holding 
back, he ſtopped and cried, ſure, Melinda, you 
came not hither to bring me a Denial. I then re- 


= 


(oe whiſpering, —Softly, Sir, for Heaven's Sake 


ſweetening my Voice as much as poſſible) conſider 
I am a Maid, and would not be diſcovered for the 


World. Who can diſcover us? replied my * 
. ns EE. 
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Part "WH Love-Lettert, . 
what I take from thee: ſhall never be miſſed, not c 
by Alexis himſelf upon thy Wedding Night 
ee ſweet Child, come: — With that I pulled 
back and whiſpered- Heavens Would you make 
a Miſtreſs of me Says he A Miſtreſs, what 
would'ſt thou be a Cherubin? Then I replied as 
before -I am no Whore, Sir. No, cries he, 
but I can quickly make thee one, I have my Tools: 
about me, Sweet-heart; therefore let us loſe no 
Time, but fall to Work : This laſt Raillery from 
the briſk old Gentleman, had in Spight of Reſolu- 
tion almoſt made me burſt out into a loud Laugh- 
ter, when he took more Gravity upon him, and 
cry'd—— Come, come, Melinda, why all this 
fooliſh Argument at this Hour in this Place, and 
after ſo much ſerious Courtſhip; believe me, I' 
be kind to thee for ever; with that he clapt fifty 
Guineas in a Purſe into one Hand, and ſomething 

elſe that ſhall be nameleſs into tlie other;. Preſents- 
that had been both worth Melinda's Acceptance: 
All this while was I ſtudying an Evaſion ; at laſt, 

to ſhorten my pleaſant Adventure, looking round, 
I cried ſoftly, Are you ſure, Sir, we are ſafe— | 
for Heaven's Sake ſtep towards the Garden Door 
and ſee, for I would not be diſcovered for the 
World. Nor I, cried he——but do not fear, 
all is ſafe. However ſee ( whiſpered 1) that my 
Fear may not diſturb your Joys. With that he” 
went toward the Houſe, and I flipping into the 
Grove, got immediately into the Meadow, where 
Alexis waited my coming. with Brilliard : ſo Lleſt 
the expecting Lover, I ſuppoſe; ranging the Grove 
for his fled Nymph, and I doubt will fall heavy 
on poor Melinda, who. ſhall haye the Guineas, 
either to reſtore or keep, as ſhe and the angry 
3 can 21 85 * e Management oft it 
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Charmer, that ſhe might p prepare Melinda for! the 
Aſſault, who — all that paſſed between 
us, may ſo diſpoſe of — that no Difcovery 
may happen by Miſtake, and I know my my Sylvie 
= ſhe. can find a thouſand Excuſes for the ſup- 
poſed: Meinde's Flight. But, my adorable Maid, 
rp here was not to give an Account of 
Adventure only, nor of my Ravings, but to 
wy my Sylvia, on what my Life depends; which 
is, in a Permiſſion to wait on her again this enſu- 
ing Night; make no Excuſe, for if you do, by all 
I adore in Heaven and Earth Pll end my Life here 
where I received it. I will ſay no more, nor give 
your Love Inſtructions, but wait impotent here 
the Life or Death of your | 
 PHILAND E R. 


"Tie dür Chet, and yet my Eyes haus not cloſed 
F ee to Sleep Alexis and Brilliard give me 
Hopes of a kind Return to this, and have brought 
their Flute and Violin to charm me into a Slumber : 
Tf Sylvia love, at I am ſure ſhe does, ſhe will wake 
e eee an; Ws. [ only wake 
to er Pr ever. 


Ih my 1 CHARMER. 


HEN I had ſealed the incloſed, ay Page, 
whom I had ordered to come 10 60 me with 
an Account of any Buſineſs extraordinary, is this 
Morning arrived with a Letter from Ceſario, which 
I have ſent here incloſed, that my Sylvia may ſee 
how little I regard the World, or the migbty Re- 
volution in Hand, when ſet in Competition with 
3 beholding her adorable Face, or 
hearing her charming when it whiſpers the 
ſoft Dictates of her Pm, into my 2 
2 "on * J oy ** Furmonnts an 
Se 


. of gull 1 ' No, let the - buſy — 
Rout pexiſh, the Cauſe fall or ſtand alone for me: 
Give me but Love, Love and my Sylvia; I aſk 


no more of Heaven; ts which vaſt Joy could you 


but imagine (O wondrous Miracle of Beauty! 


how poor and little I eſteem_the valued Triffes. o 
the World, you would in Return contemn your 


Part of. it, Ra live with me in filent Shades for 
ever. Oh! Sylvia, what haſt thou this Night to 
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1'LL allow you, my Dear to be very a0 


ſo much Beauty as ———— adorns 


the lovely Syla : Fi permit Love too to rival 


me in your Heart, but not out-rival Glory; haſte 
then 
Delay, but with the Morning's Dawn let me find 
you. in my Arms, where Th have ſomething that 
will ſurprize you to relate to ou: You were laſt 


Night expected at-——lIt behoves you to- give no 
Umbrage to Perſons whoſe Intereſt renders them 
enough jealous. We have two, new Advancers 


come in of Vouth and Money, teach them not 
Negligence; be cateful, and let nothing hindert 


you from taking Horſe immediately, as: . value | 


the ks and F. ortune e of, = 5 
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1 called hft NM 25 on you, an jour age follow-. | 
Bad any 
earneff Bufmeſs © with vou, be, tnew were, to find 


ing me to my Coach, whiſpered me 


pon 


you'; I eon ne Sax where,” and bil hint call within 
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| AH [ What have I done; Philander, and where 
\ ſhall T hide my guilty bluſhing Face ?- Thou 


haſt undone my eternal Quiet: Oh, thou haſtruin'd 
my everlaſting Repoſe, and I muſt never, never 
look abroad again: Curſe on my Face that firſt 
debauched my Virtue, and taught thee how to 
love; Curſe on my tempting Vouth, my Shape, 
my Air, my Eyes, my Voice, my Hands, and 
every Charm that did contribute to my fatal Love, 
a lafting Curſe on all but thoſe of the adorable 
Philander, and thoſe——even in this raging Mi- 
nute, my furious Paſſion dares not approach with 
an indecent Thought: No, they are ſacred all, 
Madneſs itſelf would ſpare them, and ſhouldſt thou 
now behold-me as 1 fit, my Hair diſhevelled, ruf- . 
fled and diſordered, my Eyes bedewing every Word 
I write, when for each Letter I let fall a Tear; 
then (preſſed with Thought) ftarting, I dropped 
my Pen, and fell to rave anew, and tear thoſe 
Garments whoſe looſe Negligence helped to betray 
me to my ſhameful Ruin, wounding my Breaſt, 
but want the Reſolution to wound it as 1 onght; 
which when I but propoſe, Love ſtays the Thought, 
raging and wild as it is, the Conqueror checks it, 
with -whiſpering only Philander to my Soul; the 
dear Name calms me to an Eaſineſs, gives me the 
Pen into my trembling. Hand, and I purſue my 
filent ſoft Complaint: Oh ! ſhouldſt thou ſes me 
chus, in all theſe ſudden different Changes of Paſ- 
ſion, thou wouldſt ſay, Philander, I were, mad in- 
deed ; Madneſs. itſelf can find no ſtranger Mo- 
tions : And 1 would, calmly, aſk, thee, for, I am 
calm again, Ho comes it, my adorable Philanger, 
that thou canſt poſſeſs a Maid with ſo much N 
mh 5 T N nmnmeis? 
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neſs? Who art thyſelf a Miracle of Softneſs, all 


ſweet and all ſerene, the moſt of Angel in thy, 
Compoſition that ever mingled with Humanity ; , 
the very Words fall ſo gently from thy Tongue, 
—are uttered with a Voice ſo raviſhingly ſoft, 
Tone ſo tender and ſo full of Love, it would charm 
even Frenzy, calm rude Diſtraction, and Wildneſs 

= would become a ſilent Liſtner; there's ſuch a ſweet 


Serenity in thy Face, ſuch Innocence and Softneſs 


in thy Eyes, ſhould deſert Savages but gaze on 


thee, ſure they would, forget their native Foreſt 


Wildneſs, and be inſpired with eaſy Gentleneſs: 
Moſt e this God-like Power thou haſt. 


Why then ?. 


Raver? Why has it contrary Effects on me? Oh! 


all I act and fay is perfect Madneſs: Yet this is 
the leaſt unaccountable Part of my moſt wretched - 
Story 5——Oh ! I mult never behold thy lovely _ 
Face again, for if I ſhould, ſure I ſhould bluſh my . 
Soul away; no, no, I muſt not, nor ever more 
believe thy dear deluding Vows ; never thy charm- 
ing perjured Oaths, after a Violation like to this. 
Oh Heaven, what have I done? Yet by Heaven . 


ſwear, I dare not aſ my Soul, leſt it inform me 


how I was to blame, unleſs that fatal Minute 
would inſtru me how to revenge my Wrongs . 
upon my Heart, my fond betraying Heart, — + 
Deſpair and Madneſs ſeize me, Darkneſs and Hor- - 
_ ror hide me from human. Sight, after an Eaſineſs 
like this; What, to yield, To yield my Ho- 


nour ? Betray the Secrets of my Virgin Wiſhes ? 


My new Deſires, my unknown ſhameful Flame. 
— Hell and Death! Where got I ſo much Con- 
hdence ? Where learned I the hardened and un- 
bluſhing Folly ? To wiſh was ſuch a Fault, as is 
a Crime unpardonable - own; to ſhew Deſire is 


ſuch 


Oh tell me in the Agony of my Soul, 
why muſt thoſe Charms. that bring Tranquillity. 
and Peace to all, make me alone a wild, unſeemly 
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74. Tove-Leters. Part I 
ſuch a Sin in Virtue as muſt deſerve Reproach 
from all the World; bat I, unlucky I, have not 
only betrayed all theſe, but with a Tranſport void 
of Senſe and Shame, I yield to thy Arms- PI 
not endure the Thought By Heaven, ! I cannot; 
there is ſomething more than Rage that animates 
that Thought :- Some Magick Spell, that in the 
Midſt of all my Senſe of Shame keeps me from 
true Repentance ; this angers me, phy h es me. 
know my Honour but a Fantom: Now could 
curſe again my Vouth and Loye; but Oh! When 
T- have done, alas, Philanger, I find myſelf aa 
ouilty as before; I cannot make one firm Reſolve 
againſt thee, or if I do, when I conſider thee, th 
weigh: not all one lovely Hair of thine. It is al 
in vain, the charming Cauſe remains, Philander's 
fil} as lovely as before, it is him I muſt remove 
from my fond. Eyes and. Heart, him J muſt baniſh; 
from my Touch, my Smell, and every other Senſe; 
by Heaven I cannot bear the mighty Preſſure, 1 
cannot ſee his Eyes, and touch. 15 12 ſmell 
the Perfume every Pore of his breathes forth; taſte, 
thy ſoft Kiſſes, hear thy charming Voice, but I am. 
all on a Flame: No, it.is theſe I muſt exclaim on, 
not m \ Youth; it is they debauch my Soul, na na- 
tural Propenſity in me to yield, or to admit of 
ſuch JeftruQive Fires. Fain 1 would put it off, 
| but it will not do, I am the Aggreſſor ſtill; elſs 
why is not every living Maid N that does 
but touch or ſee thee ? Tell. me why. ? No, the 
Fault is in me, and thou art innocent. Were but 
my Soul leſs delicate, were it leſs ſenſible of what 
it At and likes i in thee, I yet were dully happy "Uh 
but oh, there is a Nicety there fo charmed, ſo ap: 
prehenſiye of thy, Beauties, as hay betrayed me ta 
unreſt for ever ;——Yet, ſomething I will do to 
tame this lewd Betrayer of my Right, and it ſhall” 
Pleat” no. e in 0. Behalf no more, no more 
di * 
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Part IJ. Love-Letter _ 77 
d iſpetſe the Joys which it conceĩves through evety 
Vein (cold and inſenſible by: Nature) to kindſe 
new Deſires thete: — No more ſfrall fill me with 
unknown Curioſmy; no, I will! in Spight of all the 
| Perfomes chat dwelt about thee; in Spight of all 
the Arts thou haſt of looking, of ſpeaking, and of 
touching, I will, I ſay, aſſume my native Tem- 
pers 1 will be calm, be cold arid unconcerned, as 
have 


been to all the World, — but to Philander. 
—— The Almighty Power he has is unaccount- 
able: By yonder breaking Day that opens in 
the Eaſt, opens to ſee my Shame I ſwear —— 
by that great Ruler of the Day, the Sun, by that 
Alimighty Power that Rules them both, I ſwear” 
Il ſwear, Philander, charming lovely Vouth! 
Thou art the firſt e er kindled bolt Deftres abbut 
my Soul, thou art the firſt that ever did inform 
me that there was ſuch a Sort of Wiſh about me. 
I thought the Vanity of being beloved made up the 
greateſt Part of the Satisfaction; it was Joy to ſee 
my Lovers ſigh abòdut me, adore and praiſe me, 
and increaſe my Pride by every Look, by every 
Word and Action; and him I fanſied beſt I favoured 
moſt, and he paſt for the happy Fortune; him I 
have ſuffered too to kiſs and preſs me, to tell me 
all his Tale of Love, and ſigh, which I would 
liſten to with Pride and Pleaſure, permitted it, and 
ſmiled him kind Returns; nay, by my Life, then 
© thought I loved him too, though I could have been 
; content to have paſſed my Life at this gay Rate, 
- with this fond hoping Lover, and thought no 
: _ farther than of being great, having rich Coaches, 
ſhewin g Equipage, to paſs my Hours in dreſſing, in 
going to the Operas and the Tower, make Viſits - 
where I liſt; be ſeen at Balls; and having ftill the 
Vanity to think the Men would gaze and languiſn 
Where I came, and all the Women envy me; I 
thought no farther on But thou, Philander, haſt 
. %ö· 0 “„ made 


76  Love-Letters Part I. 
made me take new Meaſures, I now can think f 
nothing but of thee, I loath the Sound of Love 
from any other Voice, and Converſation makes my 
Soul impatient, and does not only dull me into 
Melancholy, but perplexes me out of all Humour, 
out of all patient Sufferance, and I am never ſo 
well pleaſed when from. Philander, as when I am 
retired, and curſe my Character and Figure in the; | 
World, becauſe jt permits me not to prevent 
being viſited ; one Thought of thee is worth the 
World's Enjoyment, I hate to dreſs, I hate to be 
agreeable to any Eyes but thine ; I hate the Noife 
of Equipage and Crouds, and would be more. 
content to live with thee in ſome lone ſhaded Cot- 
tage, than be a Queen, and hindered by that Gran- 
deur one Moment's Converſation with Philander: 
May 'ſt thou deſpiſe and Joath me, a Curſe: the 
oreateſt that I can invent, if this be any Thing but 
real honeſt Truth. No, no, - Philander, I find T- 
never lov'd till now, I underſtood it not, nor 
knew what thoſe Sighs and Preflings meant which 
others gave me; yet every ſpeaking Glance thy 
Eyes put on, inform my Soul what it is they plead- 
and languiſh for: If you but touch my Hand, my 
Breath grows faint and ſhart, wy Blood glows in 
my Face, and runs with an unuſual Warmth thro”. 
_ every Vein, and tells my Heart what it is Philan- 
Aer ails, when he falls ſighing an my Boſom ; oh 
then, I fear, I anſwer every Look, and every Sigh 
and Touch, in the fame ſilent but intelligible Lan- 
guage, and underſtood, I fear, too well by thee: 
Till now I never feared Love as a Criminal. Oh 
tell me not, miſtaken fooliſh Maids, true Love 


is innocent, ye cold, ye dull, ye unconſidering 
Lovers; tho' I have often heard it from the grave 
and wiſe, and preached myſelf that Doctrine: I 
now renounce it all, it is falſe, by Heaven! it is 
falſe, for now I love, and know it all a Fiction; 
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Part I. .Edve-Luetters, 
yes, and love fo, as never any Woman can equal 
ne in Love, my Soul being all compoſed: (as I 
have often ſaid) of ſofter Materials. Nor is it i 
Fancy ſets my Rates on Beauty, there is an intrin- 1 
ſick Value in thy Charms, who ſurely none but 

I uam able to underſtand, and to thoſe that view 
thee not with my judging Eyes, Uglineſs fanſied 

would appear the } Ah and pleaſe as well. If all 
could love or judge like me, why does Philander 
paſs ſo unregarded by a thouſand Women, who 
never. ſighed for him? What makes Myrtilla, who 
poſſeſſes all, looks on thee, feels thy Kiſſes, hears 
thee ſpeak, and yet wants Senſe to know how 
bleſſed ſhe is, it is want of Judgment all; and how, 

and how can ſhe that judges ill, love well? 

_. Granting my Paſſion equal to its Object, you 
muſt allow it infinite, and more in me than any 
other Woman, by how much more my Soul is 
compoſed of Tenderneſs; and yet I ſay I own, 

. for I may own it, now Heaven and you are Wit- 

_ neſs of my Shame, I own with all this Love, 
with all this Paſſion, ſo vaſt, ſo true, and ſo un- 
changeable, that I have Withes, new, unwonted 
. Wiſhes, at every Thought of thee I find a ſtrange. 

Diſorder in my Blood, that pants and burns in 
every Vein, and makes me bluſh, and ſigh, and 

grow impatient, aſhamed and angry; but when I 

_ : know it the Effects of Love, I am reconciled, and 
- wiſh and figh a- new; for when I fit and gaze upon 
thy Eyes, thy languiſhing, thy lovely dying Eyes, 
play with thy ſoft white Hand, and lay my glowing 
Cheeks to thine — Oh God] What Language can © 
; expreſs my Tranſport! All that is tender, all that 
is ſoft Deſire, ſeizes every trembling Limb, and 
it is with Pain concealed, —Yes, yes; Philander, 
it is. the fatal Truth, ſince thou haſt found it, I 
confeſs it too, ang yet I love thee dearly; long, 
long it was that I ellayed gr. hide the guilty Flame, 
"EY | f „ if 
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af Love be Guilt ; for I confeſs I did diſſemble a 
\Coldneſs-which I was, not Miſtreſs: of: There lies 
za Woman's Art, there all her boaſted Virtue, it is 
but well diſſembling, and no more But mine, 
Alas, is gone, for ever ſled; this, this feeble Guard | 
that ſhould ſecure my Honour, thou haſt betrayed, 
and left it guite defenceleſs. Ah, what's a Woman's 
Honour hen it is ſo;poarly.guarded | No Wonder 

+ -that you conquer with ſuch Eaſe, when we are 
only ſafe by the mean Arts of baſe Diſſimulation, 
an Ill as ſhameful as that to which we fall. Oh 
ſilly Refuge! What fooliſh Nonſenſe fond Cuſtom 
can perſuade: Let ſo itas 3 and ſhe: that breaks her 
Laws, x loſes her Fame, her Honour and Eſtaem. 
Oh Heavens ! How quickly loſt it is! Give me, 
ye Powers, my Fame, and let me be a Fool; let 
me retain my Virtue and my Honour, and be a duil 
Inſenſible ut, oh! Where is it.? I have loſt it 
all; it is irrecoverably loft : Ves, yes, ye charming 
perjured Man, it is gone, and thou haſt quite un- 


done meg | 6 
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What tho' I lay extended on my Bed, undreſt, 
ynapprehenhve of my Fate, my Baſom looſe and 
eaſy of Acceſs, my Garments ready, thin and 

wantonly put on, as if they would with little 
Force ſubmit to the fond ſtraying Hand: What 
then, Philayder, muſt you take the Advantage? 
Muſt you he perjured becauſe I was tempting f It 
js true, I let you in by Stealth by Night, whoſe 
ſilent Darkneſs favoured your Treachery; but oh, 
Philanger, were not your Vows as binding by (a 
glimmering Taper, as if the Sun with all:his awful 
Light had been a Looker on ? I urged your Vows 
as you preſſed on, —But oh, I fear it was in ſuch 

a Way, ſo faintly and fo feebly I upbraided you, as 
did but mare advance your Perjuries. Vour Strength 
encreas d, but mine alas declin d; till I quite fainted 

in your Arms, left you triumphant Lord of = : 
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| 80 | Love-Letters: Part I. 
© you preſs a Heart too ready to yield to Love and 
You ! Alas, I fear you gueſs too well my Anſwer, 
and your own Soul might fave me the bluſhing 
Trouble of a Reply. I am plunged in, - paſt Hope 
of a Retreat; and ſince my Fate has pointed me 
out for Ruin, I cannot fall more gloriouſſy. Take 
then, Pbilander, to your dear Arms, a Maid that 
can no longer reſiſt, who is diſarmed of all defen- 
ſive Power: She yields, ſhe yields, and does con- 
feſs it too; and ſure ſhe muſt be more than mor- 
tal, that can hold out againſt thy Charms and 
Vows, Since I muſt. be undone, and give all 
away; III do it generouſly, and ſcorn all mean 
Reſerves : I will be brave in Love, and laviſh all; 
nor ſhall Philander think I love him well, unleſs 
Ido. Take, charming Victor, then, what your 
own Merits, and what Love has given you; take, 
take, at laſt, the dear Reward of all your Sighs 
and Tears, your Vows and Sufferings. But ſince, 
_. -  Phulander, it is an Age to Night, and till the Ap- 
. thoſe dear ſilent Hours, thou knoweſt 
I dare not give thee Admittance; I do conjure thee, 
go to Ceſaria, whom I find too prefling, not to 
believe the Concerns great; and fo jealous I am 
of thy dear Safety, that every Thing alarms my 
Fears: Oh! ſatisfy them then and go, it is early 
: Jets and if you take Horſe immediately, you will 
be there by eight this Morning; go, I conjure you; 
for tho” it is an unſpeakable Satisfaction to know- 
vou are ſo near me, yet I prefer your Safety and 
8 to all Conſiderations elſe. You may ſoon 
diſpatch your Affair, and render yourſelf Time 
enough on the Place appointed, which is where 
you laſt Night waited, and it will be at leaſt eight 
at Night before it is poſſible to bring you to my 
Arms. Come in your Chariot, and do not heat 
ourſelf with Riding ; have a Care of me and my 
ife, in the Preſervation of all I love. Be ſure 
[on i Toy 
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8 flowing Sylvia And hall. I ſee thee ? 
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Part * #8 | Sp $ 1 | 
2 go, and do not, my Philender; ont of a 
unctilio of Love, neglect your dear Safety — 
Go then,  Philander,. and all the Gods of Love 
preſerve and attend thee on thy: 12 20 and bring 
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F thou mol. charming: of thy: Sex! Thou 
lovely dear Delight of my tranſported Soul! 
thou everlaſting Treaſure of my 1 M bat haſt 
thou done? Given me an Over: joys that fails but 

very little of performing what Grief's Exceſs had 
almoſt finiſhed before > Eternal Bleſſings, on thee, 
for neſs· ſo divine, oh, thou moſt excel- 
lent, and deareſt; of thy Sex I I know not what 
to do, or what to ſay. IJ. am not what I was, 1 
do not ſpeak, nor walk, nor think as I was wont 


to do; ſure the Exceſs of Joy is far above dull 


Senſe, or formal Thinking, it cannot ſtay for Ce- 
remonious Method. I rave with Pleaſure, rage 
with the dear Thought of coming Extaſy. OH 
Sylvia, Sylvia, Sylvia! My Soul, my vital Blood, 
and without which I —5 as w well. ſubſiſt Oh, 
my adorable, my Sylvia Methinks I preſs thee, 
kiſs thee, hear thee ſigh, behold thy Evens and alt 
the wondrous: Beauty of thy Face; a ſolemn Joy 
has ſpread itſelf through every Vein, ſenſibly 
throug h ee Artery of my Heart, and I can think 
ut of * the lovely Syluia, the 


Shall I 7 thy Hands, and preſs thy dear, thy 
charming Body in my Arms, and-taſte a thouſand 
Joys, a thouſand Raviſbments.? Oh God hall I? 
Oh IG fa y but W r . 
: me 


* 
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me mad, and J, bergeeful af thy and | 
own, thall bring thy wild a hp iy = 
and throw-him at thy Feet, Ag his hum- 
dle Gratitude for this gromt Condeſcend! ion, this 
vaſt . 7 
kya! How ſhall I lee il Night? And 
750 impoſe too cruelly upon me, in conjuring me 
0. go to Ceſaris; alas | Does Sylvia know to what 
ſhe expoſes her Philander ? Whoſe Joy is ſo tranſ- 
porting, great, fat when he eomes into the grave 
Cabal, he muſt betray the Story of his Heart, and, 
in lieu of che mighty Buſmeſs there in Hand, be 
raving ſtül on R, telling his Joy to all the 
amazed Lifteners, and anſwering Queſtions that 
concern our great Affair, with fomething of my 
Love all which will paſs for Madnefs, and undo 
me: No, give me Leave to rave in Silence, and 
_ unſeen among the Frees, they'll humour my Diſ- 
vaſe, anſwer * oy and Echos flat- 
ter it, repeat thy Name, repeat that Sy/via's mine! 
and never hurt her Fame ; while the Cabals, Bu- 
ſineſs and noiſy Town will add Confuſion to my 
preſent Tranſport, and make me mad indeed: No, 
let me alone, thou ſacred lovely Creature, let me 
be calm and quiet here, and tell all the Inſenſibles 
I meet in the Woods what Sylvia has this happy 
Minute deſtined me: Oh, let me record it on every 
Bark, on very Oak and Beech, that all the World 
may wontdes at my Fortune, and blefFthe gene- 
rous'!Maid} let it grow up to Ages that ſhall come, 
that they may know the Story of our Loves, and 
how à happy Youth, they called Philander, was 
once fo bleſt by Heaven as to poſſeſs the charming, 
the adored! aud loved by all, che glorious Sylvia? 
Maid; the moſt divine that ever. graced a Story; 
and vrhen the Nymphe would leck for an Exam- 
ple of Lobef and Conftancy, let them point out 
1 weir doudtes W, * Ah? 
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love but ad the Wee Philattdler. did; and then be 
fortunate, and then reap all your Wiſhes: And 
when the Shepherd would upbraid his Numph, 
jet him but cry, See here what Sylvia did to 
fave the young Philander; bat oh! There never 
will be fuch another Nymph as $y/bie 3 Heaven 
formed but one to ſhew the World what Ahgels 
are, and ſhe was formed for me, 7 ſhe was = 
in whom I would not quit my glorious Intereſt 
to reign a Monarch here, or any boaſted pilded 
Thing above ! — e take all, 9 Gods, and give 
r! 


me but this hap eonings hy Oh, S 
Sylvia ! By all "thy Joys I am hs Pcs 1 
any 2 "raviſh this Nithe from me: 


This Night ! No not for « Leaſe of Voars to all 
Eternity would I throw thee away: Oh! I am 
all Flathe, all joyful Fire and Soſtneſs ; inethinks 
it is Heaven where-ever I look round me, Air 
where 1 tread, and raviſhing Muſick when I ſpeak, 
becauſe it is all of Sylvia Let me alone, oh let 
me cool a little, or I ſhall by an Exceſs of joyful 
Thought loſe all my hoped for Bliſs. Remove 4 
little from me; go, my eee n are ſb exoeſſive 
ſweet, fo wondrous d my Seriſes 
even to Pain away let m Le 7 .— me re- 
cover Breath: Oh let me lay me down beneath 
ſome cooling Shade, neat ſome refreſfirig Cryſtal 
wig Spring, and fan the gentle Ait about 
I fuffocate; I faint with this cloſe Loving, IL 
mut allay my Joy or be undone I will read thy 
cruel 2 reg or 61 will think of ſonie fad nielan- 
choly Hour wherein thou haſt difmiſſed me deſputr= 
ing from thy Preſence : Or while you preſs fie 
now t6 be gone with fo much Earneſtneſs, vou 
have ſome Lover to receive and entertain; per- 
haps it is only for the Vanity to hear him- tell tits 
nauſeous Pafftion to you; breathe on your lovely 
Face, and aud with” his _— | 
Em- 
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Embrace; But oh, by Heaven, I cannot think that 
Thought And thou haſt ſworn thou canſt not 
ſuffer it—if I ſhould find thee falſe—but it is im- 
,poſliblg,--Oh ! Should I find Foſcario viſit thee, him 
whom thy Parents favour, I ſhould undo you all, 
by Heaven I ſhould—but thou - haſt ſworn, what 
need Philander more? Yes, Sylvia, thou haſt ſworn 
and called Heaven's Vengeance down whenever 
thou gaveſt a Look, or a dear Smile in Love to that 
pretending Fop: Let from his mighty Fortune there 
is Danger in him— What makes that Thought tor - 
ment me now.?—Be gone, for Sylvia loves me, 
an will preſerve my Life | 
J am not able, pl adorable Charmer, to obey 
your Commands in going from the Sight of happy 
Bellfont; no, let the great Wheel of the vaſt De- 
ſign roul on- or for ever ſtand ſtill, for I will not 
aid its Motion to leave the mightier Buſineſs of 
my Love unfiniſhed ; no, let Fortune and the dul- 
{5% Fools toil on---for P11 not bate a Minute of 
my Joys with thee to ſave the World, much leſs 
ſo poor a Parcel of it ; and ſure there is more ſolid, 
Pleaſure even in theſe expecting Hours I wait to 
ſnateh my Bliſs, than to be Lord of all the Uni- 
verſe without it: Then let me wait, my Sylvia, 
in thoſe melancholy Shades that part Bellfont from 
Dorillus's Farm; perhaps my Sylvia may, walk 
that Way ſa unattended, that we might. meet and 
Joſe ourſelves for a fa. Moments in thoſe intri- 
.cate Retreats : Ah Sy I am dying with that 
"Thought---Oh. Heavens! What cruel Deſtiny is. 
mine? Whofe fatal Circumſtances do not permit 
me to. own my Paſſion, and lay Claim to. Sylvia, 
to take her without Controul to Shades and Pa- 
laces, te live for ever with her, to gaze for ever 
on her, to eat, to loll, to. riſe, to play, to ſleep, 
, to act over all the Pleaſures. and the Joys of Life 
00G her. But it is in n rave, in vain employ 
1 | * 
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myfelf in the Fools barren Buſineſs, wiſhing 
— This Thought has made me fad as Death: Oh, 
Sylvia I can never be truly happy—adieu, employ 
thyſelf in writing to me, and remember my Life 
bears Date but only with thy Faith and Love. 

. C 


Ty, my Adorable, what you can do to meet me in 
the Wood this Afternoon, for there I will live to Day. 


FC NBſtinate Philander, I. conjure you by all your 
| Vows, by all your ſacred Love, by. thoſe dear 
HFours this bappy Night deſigned in Favour of you, to 
go without Delay to. Ceſario; twill be unſafe to diſ- 
obey a Prince in his jealous Circumſtances. The 
Fatigue of Wine cannot be great, and you 
well know the Torment of my Fears] Oh I ſhall 
never be happy, or think you ſafe, till you have 
quitted this fatal Intereſt: Go, my Philander —— . 
and remember whatever Foils you take will be re- 
warded at Night in the Arms ß | 


— * 2 —_ 
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Whatever Toils you take ſhall be rewarded in 
_*"* the. Arms of Syvia—— By Heayen, I am 
inſpired to act Wonders: Yes, Sylvia, yes, my: 
adorable; Maid, I am gone, I fly as ſwift as Light- 
ning, or Me ſoft Darts of I ove ſhot. from thy 
charming Eyes, and I can hardly ſtay to ſay ; 
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| Dear, Child, .. 


'ONG Cabs the Miſery ak you WY 
arrive, by this fatal Correſpondence with my 
unhappy Lord, I have often, with Tears and 
Prayers, implored you to decline fo dangerous 
a Paſſion: I have never yet acquainted our Parents 
with your Misfortunes, but I fear I muſt at Jaft 
make uſe of their Authority for the Prevention of 
your Ruin. It is not my deareſt Child, that Part 
of this unhappy Story that relates to me, that 
grieves me, but purely that of thine. © 
Conſider, oh young noble Maid, the ofandy of 
being a Proftitate ! And yet the Act itſelf in this 
fatal ür is not the greateſt Sin, but the Man- 
ner, which carries an unuſual Horror with it; for 
it is a Brother too, my Child, as well as a Lover, 
one that has lain by thy unbappy Siſter's Side ſo 
many tender Years, by whom he has a dear and 
lovely Off-ſpring, by which he has more fixt him- 
ſelf 18 thee by Relation and Blood: Conſider this, 
oh fond heedleſs Girl! And ſuffer not a momen- 
tary Joy to rob thee of thy Eternal Fame, me of 
my Eternal Repoſe, and fix a Brand upon our 
noble Houſe, and fo undo us all. ——Alas, con- 
fider, after an Action ſo ſnameful, thou muſt ob- 
ſcure thyſelf in ſome remote Corner of the World 
Where Honeſty and Honour never are heard of : 
No, thou — not ſhew thy Face, but it will be 
pointed at for ſomething monſtrous; for a hundred 
Ages may not produce a Story ſo lew infamous 
and looſe as thine, | Perhaps (fond as Wu are) your 
ine the ſole Joy of being beloved by bim, will 
atone for thoſe Aﬀronts and Reproaches you will 


meet with in the cenſuring World: But, Child, 
| 72 9. 
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remember and OO e eee is no lating Faith 
in Sin ; he that has broke his Vows with Heaven 
and me, will be again perjured to Heaven and 
thee, and all the World He once thought me 
as loyely, lay at my Feets: and. ſighed away his 
Soul, and told ſuch pitiaus Stories of his Suffer- 
ings, ſuch ſad, ſuch mounful Tales of his de- 
parted Reſt, his broken Heart and everlaſting Love, 
that ſure I thought it had been a Sin not to have 
credited his charming Perjurirs; in fuch a Way be 
ſwore, with ſuch a Grace he ſigbed, ſo artfully he 
moved, ſo tenderly. he looked. Alas, dear Child, 
then all he ſaid was new, unnd with him, never 
told before; now it is a beaten Road, it is learned 
Heart, and eaſily addreſſed to any fond believing 
oman, the tattered, worne out Fragments of my 
Trophics, the Dregs of what I long ſjace drained 
from off bis fickle og then it was fine, then it 
wos briſk and new, now palled and dull by being 
repeated often. Think, my Child, what your victo- 
rious Beauty merits, the Victim of a Heart un- 


conquered by any but your Eyes; Alas, he has 


been my Captive, my humble whining Slave, diſ- 
dain to put him on your Fetters now; alas, he 
can ſay no new Thing of his Heart to thee, it is 
Love at ſecond Hand, worne out, and all its gaudy 
Luſtre tarniſhed, 3. beſides, my Child, if thou hadſt 
no Religion binding enough, no Honour that could 
Hay thy. found Courſe, yet Nature ſhould oblige 
thee, and give a Check to the unreaſonable En- 
terprize. The Griefs and Diſhonour of our noble 
Parents, who have been eminent for Virtue and 
Piety, oh ſuffer them not to be regarded in this 
_cenſuripg World as the moſt unbappy of all the 
Race of old Nobility; thou art the darling Child, 
the Joy of all, ang ir” Hope left, the Refune of 
their Sorrow, for they, alas, have had but unkind -: 
Stats te. inftuence-ttgir unadviſed Off-ſpring ; no 


Want 
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Want of Virtue in their Education, but this laſt Blow y 
of Fate muſt ſtrike them dead; think, think of this, 
my Child, and yet retire from Ruin; hafte, fly from 
DefſtruQtion which purfues thee faſt ; haſte, chaſte 
and ſave thy Parents and a Siſter, or what is more 
= knit thy Fame; mine hg already received but too 
many deſperate Wounds, and all thro* my unkind 
Lord's growing Paflion for thee, which was moſt 
fatally founded on my Ruin, and 27 but my 
Ruin could advanee it; and when, er, thou, 
haſt run thy Race, made thyſelf lebe, undone and 
infamous as Hell, deſpis'd, ſcorn'd and ban by 
all, lampoon d, perkape diſeas d; this fatthleſs Man, 
| this Cauſe of all will leave thee 1 too, grow weary of 
"thee, nauſeated by Uſe ; he may perhaps conſider 
what Sins, what Evils, and what Inconveniencies and 
Shames thou'ſt brought him to, and will not be the 
laſt ſhall oath and hate thee : For tho Youth fanſy 
it have a mighty Race to run of pleafing VieeandVa- 
nity, the Courſe will end, the Goal will be arrived to 
-at the Jaſt, where they will fighi 8 look back, 
and view the Length of precious Time they ve fool'd 
away; when traverſed over with Honour and Dif- 
'eretion, how glorious were the Journey, and with 
what Joy the wearied Traveller lies down and baſks 
beneath the Shades that end the happy Courſe. 
Forgive, dear Child, this Advice, and purſue it; 
it is the Effect of my Pity, not Anger; nor could 
the Name of Rival ever yet have Power to baniſh 
_ that of Siſter from my Soul---Farewel, remember 
me; pray Heaven thou haft not this Night made a 
Forfeit of thy Honour, and that this which comes 
from a tender bleeding Heart may have the Fortune 
to inſpire thee with Grace to avoid all Temptati- 
ons for the future, ſince they muſt 5 in ny 
oak is the Eternal Prayer of, 
Baar Child, e 
our affectionate . | 


— 
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3 ASK me not, my deareſt Brother, the Reaſon 


of this ſudden Change, aſk me no more from 
whence proceeds this ſtrange Coldneſs, or why this 
Alteration ; it is enough my Deſtiny has not decreed 
me for Philander : Alas, I ſee my Error, and looking 
round about me, find nothing but approaching Hor- 
ror and Confuſion in my Purſuir of Love: Ot 


whither was I going, to what dark Paths, to what 


everlaſting Shades had fmiling Love betray'd me,had 
Tpurſued him farther ? But | at laſt have ſubdued his 
Force; and the fond Charmer ſhall no more renew 


his Arts and Flatteries ; for I'm refoly'd as Heaven, 
as fix'd as Fate and Death, and I conjure you trouble 


| my Repoſe no more; for if you do (regardleſs of my 
Honour, which if you loved you would preſerve) 


I will do a Deed ſhall free me from your Importu- 


'nities, that ſhall amaze and cool your vicious 


Flame. No more - remember you have a noble 


Wife, Companion of your Vows, and I have Ho- 


nour, both which are worth preſerving, and for 


which, though you want generous Love, 2 will 


find neither that nor Courage wanting in Hlvia. 


Amme 


* —_— 9 
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ES, my Adorable Sylvia, I will purſue you 
no farther ; only for all my Pains, for all my 


| Sufferings, for my tormenting ſleepleſs Nights, and 


thoughtful anxious Days; for all my faithleſs Hopes, 


my Fears, my Sighs, my Prayers and my Tears, for 
+ unequalled and unbounded Paſſion, and my un- 


wearied Purſuits in Love, my never- dying Flame, 
and Jaſtly, for my Death; I only. beg, in Recom- 
pence for all, this laſt Favour from your I y; 


* 
9 
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That you will deign to view the bleeding Wound 
that pierced the trueſt Heart that ever fell a Sacri- 
fice to Love; you will find my Body lying beneath 
that ſpreading Oak, fo ſacred to Ph, ander, ſinde 
it was there he firſt took into his greedy raviſhed 
Soul, the dear, the ſoft Confeſſion of thy Paſſion, 
though now forgotten and neglected all Make 
what Haſte you can, you will find there ſtretched 
out the mangled Carcaſe of the loſt 
Ah Sy]. Was it for this that I was ſent in ſuch 
"Haſte away this Morning to Cgſarig? Did I fer 
this neglect the World, our, great Affair, and all 
that Prince's Intereſt, and fy back to Bellfont on 
the Wings of Love? Where in lieu of receiving a 
Year Blefing from thy Hand, do I ind-——Never 
Tee me more—good Heaven---but, with my Life, 
all my Complaints are ended; only it would be 
Tome 'Eaſe, even in, Death, to know what harp 
Rival it is has armed thy cruel Hand ggai | 
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1 Wd» for'the leaſt Wound i gives the f. ord 


of all my Wiſkes, I'll double on my Breaſt a thou- 
. ſand Fold; ſtay then, by all thy Vows, thy Love, 
and all thy Hopes, I fwear'thou haſt this Night a 
full Rerompence of all chy Pains from yielding 
Fyluia ; I do 'conjate thee Ray —— for When the 
News arrives thou art no more, this poor, this 
raft, abandoned Heart-of mine ſhall fall a Victim 
40 thy Cruelty : No, live, my Philander, I conjure 
thee, and receive all thou cant aſk, and all that 


PC 
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iT PHILANDER. 
M, my charming Philander How very ill have 
you recompenſed my laſt ſoft Commands ? 
Which were that you ſhould live; and yet at the 
fame Moment, while you are reading of the dear 
Obligation, and while my Page was waiting your 


kind Return, you deſperately expoſed your Life 


to the Mercy of this innocent Rival, betraying 
unadviſedly at the ſame Time my Honour, and the 
Secret of your Loves and where to kill or to be 
killed, had been àhneſt equally unhappy: It was 
well my Page told me you difarmed him in this 
Rencounter; yet you, he ſays, are wWounded, ſome 
ſacretl Drops of Bloed are fallen to the Earth and 
loſt, the leaſt of Which is precious enough to 
ranſom Captive Queens: Oh Haſte Phiantr, 


to my Arms for: Cure, e 2 
= - 


be Danger, --haſte, and let me bathe the dear, 
wounded Part in Floods of Tears, lay to my warn 
Lips, and bind it with amy torn Hair: Oh! Phi- 
lander, I rave with my Concern for thee, and am 
ready to break all Laws of Decency and Duty, 
that I fear te injure thee much more by the Diſ- 
covery, which ſuch an <unadviſed Abſence would 

make. Pray Heaven the unlucky. Adventure reach 
not Bellfont ; Foſcaris has no Reaſon ts proclaim 
it, and thou art too generous to boaſt the Conqueſt, 


and my Page «was che only 'Witnefs, and he is as 


filent and as ſecret as the Grave: But wh g Ni- 
landor, was he ſent me back without Reply What 
meant that cruel Silence - Aſay, my Philander, will 
you not obey me *---Will-you abandon me? Can 
that dear Tongue be perjured?' And can you this 
Night diſappoint your Si, What have I dane, 
| oh obſtinately cruel, irreconclleable — What, for 
F ES ; : 1 i 5 my 5 
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more:? A little faint Care of my gaſping Honour, 
could that diſpleaſe ſo 1 Beſides I had a 


cool Love's hotteſt Fires, and turn it to Devotion; 
by Heaven it was ſuch a Check ſuch a Surprize 
| but you yourſelf ſhall. judge, if after that I 
=. could fay leſs, than bid eternally farewel to Love 
=: . — at leaſt to.thee — but I recanted ſoon ; one ſad 


dear Word, one ſoft reſenting Line from thee, 


gained Love the Day again, and I deſpiſed the 
CTenſures of the duller World: Yes, yes, and I 
cConfeſſed you had overcome, and did this merit no 


Reply? I aſked the Boy a thouſand Times what you 


ſaid, how and in what Manner you received it, chid 
him, and laid your ſilent Fault on him, till he 
with Tears convinced me, and ſajd he found you 
haſtening to the Grove, — and when he gave you my 
 . Commands——you. looked upon him with ſuch a 
ſtedfaſt, wild and fixed, Regard, ſurveying him all 
over while you were opening it - as argued ſome 


unuſual Motion in you; then cried, Be gone — 
I cannot anſwer Flattery - Good Heaven, what 


r mean ? But ere he got to the farther End 
of 


Death-like Pace, he ſaw Feſcario paſs; him unat- 
tended, and looking back ſaw your Rencounter, 
ſaw all that happened between you, then ran to your 
Aſliſtance juſt as you parted ; ſtill you were roughly 
ſiullen, and neither took Notice of his proffered Ser- 
vice, nor that you needed it, although you. bled 
apace; he offered you his Aid to tie your Wounds 
up- but you replied Be gone, and do not trouble 
me- Oh, could you imagine I could live with this 
Neglect? Could you, my. Philander? Oh what 
would you have me do] If nothing but my Death 
or Ruin can ſuffice for my Atonement, I will ſacri- 


„ 
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aloud, 


my firſt Offence ? A little poor Reſentment and no 


| Cauſe, which you ſhall ſee; a Letter that would 
| 


Grove, where ftill you walked-a'folemn 
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ce either with Joy z yes, Il proclaim my Paſſion 
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aloud, proclaim it at Belffort,' own the dear eri- 
minal Flame, fly to my Philander's Aid and be 
undone; for thus I cannot, no, I will not live, 
Trave, I 1anguiſh, faint and die with Pain; fay 
that you live, oh, fay but that you live, ſay you 
are coming to the Meadow behind the Garden- 
Grove, in order to your Approach to my Arms: 
Oh, ſwear that eee Vows are true; oh, ſwear 
that you are Sylvia's ; and in Return, I will ſwear 
that I am your's without Reſerve, whatever Fate 
is deſtined for your e 


die with Impatiencꝭ, either to' ſee or hear from 
you; 1 fear it is yet too ſoon for the firſi———ob there 
fore ſave me with the laſt, or I ſhall rave, and 
wildly - betray all by coming to Dorillus his Farm, 
or ſeeking you where-ever you cruelly have hid your» 
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AH, Sylvia, how have you in one Day deſtroyed 
© A that Repoſe I have been deſigning: ſo many 
Fears] Oh, thou falſe---but wondrous fair Crea- 
ture! Why did Heaven ordain fo much Beauty, and 
ſo much Perfidy, ſo much excellent Wit, and ſo. 
much Cunning, (Things inconſiſtent in any but in 
Sylvia) in one divine Frame, but to undo Man- 
kind: Yes, Syluia, thou wert born to .murther. 
more believing Men than the unhappy and undone 
Philander. Tell me, thou charming Hypocrite, 
why haſt thou thus deluded me? Why ? oh, why 
was I made the miſerable Object of thy fatal Vow-,, 
breach? What haye I dene, thou lovely, fickle . 
Maid, that thou fHouldſt be my Murtherer? And 


. why.doſh.thou call me. from the Grave with ſuch. 
dear ſoft; Commands as would awake the very, 
| quiet Dead, to torture me anew, aſter my. ana: 
(curſe on their fatal Senſe), were too ſure Wit- 
neſſes of thy Infidelity ? Oh, fickle Maid, how 
much more kind. it had been to have ſent. ma doun 
to Earth, with plain heart - breaking Truth, than 
a. mean ſubtle. Falſhood, that has undone thy Cre- 
dit in my Soul ? Truth, though it were eruel, had 
been generous in thee; though thou wert perjured, 
falſe, forſworn---thou ſhouldſt not have added to it 
that yet baſer Sin of Treachery: You might have 
been provoked to have killed your Friend, but it 
were baſe to ſtab him: unawares, defenceleſs and 
unwarned ; ſmile in my Face, and ſtrike me to 
[ the Heart; ſooth me with all the tendereſt Marks 
„ of my Paſfion---nay, with an Invitation too, that 
| | would have gained a Credit in one that had been 
jilted over the World, flattered and ruined by all 
thy cogening Sex, and all to ſend me vain and 
pleaſed away, only to gain a Day to entertain 
over in: Oh fantaftick Woman de- 
ſtructive glorious Thing, what needed this Deceit ? 5 
Hadſt thou not with unwonted Induftry purſuaded 
me to have haſted to C?ſario, by Heaven, I had 
dully lived the tedious Day in traverſing the flowery 
Meads and ſilent Groves, laid by ſome murmuring 
Spring, had ſigh'd away the often counted Hibuts,und 
thought on Sylvia, till the bleſſed Minute of my ra- 
viſhing Approach to her; had been a fond, believing 
and impoſed on Coxcomb, and never had dreamt the 
Treachery, never ſeen the Snake that basked be- 
neath the gay, the ſmiling Flowers; ſecurely thou 
hadſt cozened me, reaped the new Joys, bd made 
my Rival ſport at the Expence of all my Happis of 
neſs; Yes, yes, your haſty Importunity firſt gave Ha | 
me Jealouſy, made me impatient with Ce/ario, 4 
and excuſe myſelf to him; by a hundred Inven- 


a 
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2 3 nealatied all to haſten back, where all my. 
oys, where all my killing Fears and Torments 


reſided- - But when I came - -how was I wel-- 


how! Let Dorillus inſorm you, between whoſer 
Arms I fell dead, Shame on me, dead---and. the 
firſt Thought my Soul canceived when it returned, 
was, not ta die in Jeſt. . I, anſwered: your Com- 
mands, and haſtened to the Grove, where--by all 


than Heayen and Earth can furniſh me with) I did 
reſolve to die; but ob, how ſoon.1 ROT, ſoft, my ſilent: 
Paſſion turned 18 loud Ra ages R age. eaſier to be 
borne, to dire Deſpair, to Fury and nd Revenge; for for: 
there Tax Feſcario, my young, my fair, m 

and powerful Rival, he haſted through the ä 
all warm and ü from the lr falſe. one's 
Arms; the Bluſhes which thy Eyes had kindled 
were freſh, upon his Cheeks, his Looks were 
ſparkling with the new-blown Fite, his Heart ſo 
briſkly, burnt with a glad, peaceful Smile dreſſed. 
all his Face, tricked. like a Bridegroam, while ha. 
perfum'd the Air as he paſſed thro' it--Nane but the 
Man that loves and doats like me is able to expreſs: 
my Senſe of Rage: I quickly turned the Sword 
from my own Heart to ſend it to his elevated one; 
giving him only Time to——draw— that was the 
Word, and T confeſs your Spark was wondrous 
ready, briſk with Succeſs, vain with: Your. news - 
given Favours, he only cry'd——If Sia be the 
Quarrel---I am prepared---And he maintained your 
Cauſe with admirable Courage 1 confeſs, though 
Chance or Fortune luckily gave me his. Sword, 
which I would fain have rendered, back, and that. 


Hand a-new againſt the Man that Had not too 
Advantage of Rim, and thus we parted: 3 5 


it Was t thy Malice ſupporiad. . With Life, and 


fold. 


| cons ? With. your confirming Billet; yes, .Sy/via,, | 


that is. ſacred, by thyſelf T ſwear. (a dearer Oath. - 


Way would haye Hed 3 but he refuſed. to arm his 
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| told me I ſhould ſcorn to die for ſo perfidious and 


remaining Part of Rage away into tame Languiſh- 
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him, ſay with how cold a Look he was received---- 


thou tell me Truth, that thou art falſe, by Heaven 


- myſelf at thy Feet, and ſeek there that Ræpoſe, that 


chat will not eaſily vaniſh---Ob Sylvia, — 
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ſo ruinous a Creature; but charming and bewitch- 
ing ſtill, it was then I borrowed ſo much Calmneſs 
of my lefſening Anger to read the Billet over, your 
Page had brought me, which melted all the rough 


ment: Ah, Sylvia / This Heart of mine was never 
formed by Nature to hold out long in ſtubborn 
Sullenneſs; I am already on the excuſing Part, 
and fain would think thee innocent and juſt ; de- 
ceive me prettily, I know thou canſt ſooth my 
fond Heart, and aſk how it could harbour a faith- 
leſs Thought of Sy/via—do—flatter me, proteſt a 
little, ſwear my Rival ſaw thee not, ' ſay he was 
there by Chance--ſay any Thing; or if thou ſaweſt 


Oh, Sylvia, calm my Soul, deceive it, flatter it, and 
I ſhall till believe and love thee on Vet ſhouldeſt 


Ido adore thee ſo, I ſtill ſhould love thee on; 


| ſhould I have ſeen thee claſp him in thy Arms, 


print Kiſſes on his Cheeks and Lips, and more--- 


Jo fondly and fo dotingly I love, I think I ſhould 


forgive thee ; for I ſwear by all the Powers that 


pity frail Mortality, there is no Joy, no Life, no 


Heaven without thee ! Be falſe.! Be cruel, perjured, 
infamous, yet ſtill I muſt adore thee ; my Soul 
was formed of nothing but of Love, and all that 
Love, and all that Soul is Sylvia's ; but yet, ſince 
thou haſt framed me an Excuſe, be kind and carry 
it on ;---to be deluded well, as thou canſt do it, 
will be the ſame to Innocence, as Loving : I ſhall 
not find the Cheat: I will come then----and lay 


dear Content, which is not to be found in this vaſt - 
World beſides ; though much of my Heart's Joy 
thou haſt abated, and fixed a Sadneſs in my Soul 


of me, for I am in thy Power, my Life, my Fame, i 
my Soul are all in thy Hands, be tender of the Vic- 


tims, and remember if any Action of thy Lifs _ 


ſhould ſhew a fading Love, that very Moment I 
erceive the Change, you ſhall find dead at your 
eet the abandoned an 

j ©: one NE 

Sad as Death, I am going towards the Meadow, 
in order to my Approach towards Sylvia, the World 

2 n Repoſe to me, but when I am where the - 


n — EP” 


T0 Philander in the Meadow. 
AND can you be jealous of me, Philander ? l 
mean fo poorly jealous as to believe me ca- 
pable of Falſhood, of Vow-Breach, and what is 
worſe, of loving any Thing but the adorable Phi- 
lander? Oh, I could not once believe ſo cruel a 
Thought could have entered into the lmaginations 
of a Soul ſo Oy poſſeſſed with Sy/via,- and fo 
great a Judge of Love. Abandon me, reproach 
me, hate me, ſcorn me, whenever I harbour any 
Thing in Mind fo deſtructive to my Repoſe. and 
thine. Can 1, Philander, give you a greater Proof 
of my Paſſion, of my faithful, never-dying Paſſion, 
than being undone for you ? Have I any other 
Proſpect in all this ſoft Adventure, but Shame, 
Diſhonour, Reproach, eternal Infamy and ever- 
laſting Deftrudtion, even of Soul and Body? I 
_ tremble with Fear of future Puniſhment ; but oh, 
Love will have no Devotion (mixed with his Ce- 
remonies) to any other Deity ; and yet, alas, 1 
might have loved another, and have been ſaved, or 
any Maid but Sylvia might have poſſeſſed without 
9 But it is a REY purſue, it is a 
YU... 3 DDiter 
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5 Siſter gives her Honour up, and none but Ca? 


wretched as to love a Brother with fo criminal 4 
Flame, and poſſibly I may meet her Fate. Ihave 
a Father too as great as Zolus, as angry and re- 

vengeful where his Honour is concernęd; and vu 

found, my deareſt Brother, how near you were 


laſt Night with Monſieur the Count, who meeting 


7 ou meant, Melinda; ſecure of my Heart and my 


| Jealous that ſo wiſe a Man as Manſieur did n- 


there be no Boldneſs like that of Love, nor Cou- 
rage like that of a Lover; ſure there never was ſo 


Land the Shock of all, ſince it is impoſſible for me to 


| 


| 


nace, that ever I read in Story, was ever found ſo 


laſt Night to a Diſcovery in the Garden. I have 
ſome Reaſon too to fear this Night's Adventure, 
for as ill Fate would have it (loaded with other 


Thoughts) I told not Melinda of your Adventure 


her early this Morning, had like to have made a 
Diſcovery, if he have nat really ſo already; ſhe 
ſtrove to ſhun him, but he cried out Melinda, 
you cannot fly me by Light, as you did laſt Night 
in the Dark She turned and begged his Pardon, 
for neither coming nor deſigning to come, ſince 
ſhe had reſolved: never to violate her Vous to 
Alexis Not coming? Cried he, not returning again, 


Parſe, you fed with both. Nfelinde, whoſe Ho- 
nour -Was now concerned, and not reminding your 
Eſcape in her Likeneſs, bluſhing, ſhe arply denied 
the Fact, and with a Diſdain that had 174 aſide all 
'ReſpeR, left him ; nor can it be daubted, but he 
fancied (if ſhe ſpoke Truth) there was ſome other 
[Intrigue of . Love. carried on at Bellſont. Judge, 
my charming Ph:ilander, if I have not Reaſon to 

be fearful of thy Safety, and my Fame; and to be 


take that Parly to be beld with a Spirit laſt Night, 
Or. that it was an Apparition he e But if 


great a Heroine as Sylvia, Undaunted, I reſolve to 


:Jeave'Philander any Doubt or Jealouſy that [ -1 


. 


Fart IJ. Taue Lein. 9 
diffipate, and Heaven knows how -far!I was from 
any Thought of ſeeing Feſcario, when I urged 
»Philander to depart. I have to clear my Inno— 
cence, ſent thee the Letter I received two Hours 
after thy Abſence, which falling into my Mothers 
Hands, whoſe Favourite he is, he had Permiſſion 
to make his Viſit, which within an Hour he did; 
but how received by me, be thou the Judge, when- 
ever it is thy Fate to be obliged to entertain ſome 
Woman to whom thy Soul has an entire Averſion. 
1 forced a Complaiſance againſt my Nature, en- 
dured his racking Courtſhip with a Fortitude that 
became the great Heart that bears thy ſacred Image; 
as Martyrs do, I ſuffered without murmuring, or 
the leaſt Sign of the Pain I endured It is below 
the Dignity of my mighty Paſſion to: juſtify ie 
farther, let it plead its own Cauſe, it has a thouſanil 
Ways to do it, and thoſe all ſuch as · cannot be re- 
ſiſted, cannot be doubted, eſpecially this laſt Proof 
of ſacrificing to your Repoſe the never more to be 
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90 Madam, ; | 9 7135 n 5 6 8 
8 "3 IS not always the Divine Graces wherewith 
1 Heaven has adorned your reſplendent Beau- 
ties, that can maintain the innumerable Conqueſts 
they gain, without a noble Goodneſs ; which may 
make you ſenſibly compaſſionate the poor and for- 
lorn Captives you have undone : But, moſt fair of 
your Sex, it is I alone that have a Deſtiny more 
cruel and ſeyere, and find myſelf wounded from 
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your very Frowns, and ſecured a Slave as well as 
made one; the very Scorn from thoſe triumphane 
Stars, your Eyes, have the ſame Effects, as if they 
7 ſhined with the ' continual Splendor of raviſhing 
|} BO Smiles; and J can no more ſhun their killing In- 
1 Auence, than their all- ſaving Aſpects: And I ſhall 
it expire eontentedly, ſince 1 fall by ſo glorious a 
Fate, if you will vouchſafe to pronounce my Doom 
from that Storehouſe of Perfection, your Mouth, 
from Lips that open like the bluſhing Roſe, ſtrowd 
over with Morning Dew, and from a Breath ſweeter 
than holy Incenſe ; in order to which, I approach 
you, moſt excellent Beauty, with this moſt humble 
Petition, that you will deign to. permit me to 
throw my unworthy Self before the Throne of 
your Merey, there to receive the Sentence of my 
Life or Death; a Happineſs, tho' incomparably too 
great for ſo mean a Vaſſal, yet with that Reve- 
rence and Awe I ſhall receive it, as I would the 
Sentence of the Gods, and which I will no mores 
reſiſt than I would the Thunderbolts of Jove, or 
the Revenge of angry Juno: For, Madam, my 
immenſe Paſſion knows no Madium between Life 
and Death, and as I neyer had the Preſumption 
to aſpire to the Glory of the firſt, I am not ſo 
abject as to fear 1 am wholly deprived of the Glory 
of the laſt : I haye too long lain conyicted, extend 
our Mercy, and put me now out of Pain: You 
ave often wrecked me to confeſs my Promethean 
Sin; ſpare the cruel Vulture of Deſpair, take him 
from my Heart in Pity, and either by killing Words, 
or blaſting Lightening from thoſe refulgent Eyes, 
prancunce the Death of, - + 5 > 
„ 5 12: 51 1 RSS EXE; 
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I Buerlafling Chur mer. 

F Amconvinc'd and pleas d, my Fears are vaniſh'd, 
and a Heaven of ſolid Joy is opened to my View, 
and I have nothing now in Proſpect but Angel- 
Brightneſs, glittering Vouth, dazling Beauty, charm- 
ing Sounds, and raviſhing Touches, and all around 
me Extaſies of Pleaſure, unconceivable Tranſports 
without Conclufion ; Mabomet never fancied ſuch 
2 Heaven, not all his Paradiſe promiſed ſuch laſting 
Felicity, or ever provided there the Recompence 
of ſuch a Maid as Sylvia, ſuch a bewitching Form, 
ſuch ſoft, ſuch glorious Eyes, where the Soul 
ſpeaks and dances, and betrays Love's Secrets in 
cvery killing Glance, a Face, where every Mo- 
tion, every Feature ſweetly languiſhes, a Neck 
all tempting—and her lovely Breaſt inviting preſ- 
ſes from the eager Lips; ſuch Hands, ſuch claſping 
Arms, ſo white, ſo ſoft and-flender ! No, nor one 
of albhis Heavenly Enjoyments, though promiſed 
Years of fainting in one continued Extaſy, can 
make one Moment's Joy with charming S;/via. __ 
Oh, I am wrapt (with bare Imagination) with a 
much vaſter P:eaſure than any other dull Appoint- 
ment can diſpenſe— Oh, thou Blefling ſent from 
Heaven to eaſe my Toils of Life Thou facred 
dear Delight of my fond doting Heart, oh, whither 
wilt thou lead me, to what vaſt Heights of Love? 
Into Extremes as fatal and as dangerous as thoſe 
Exceſſes were that rendered me 15 cold in your 
Opinion, Oh, Sylvia, Sylvia, have a Care of me, 
manage my over-joyed Soul, and all its eager Paſ- _ 
ſions, chide my fond, Heart, be angry if I faint 
upon thy Boſom, and do not with thy tender Voice 
recal me, a Voice that kills out-right, and calls. 
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my fleeting Soul out of its Habitation : Lay not 


ſuch charming Lips to my cold Cheeks, but let 
me lie extended at thy Feet untouched, unſighed 
upon, unpreſſed with Kiſſes :. Oh, change thoſe 
tender, trembling Words of Love into rough Sounds 
and Noiſes unconcerned; and when, you ſee me 
dying, do not call my Soul to mingle with thy 
Sighs; yet ſhouldſt thou abate one Word, one 
Eook or Tear, by Heaven I ſhould be mad; oh, 
never let me live to fee Declenſion in thy Love! 
No; no, my Charmer, I cannot bear the leaſt ſup- 
poſed Decay in thoſe dear Fondneſſes of thine; 
and ſure none ever became a Maid ſo well; nor 
ever were received with Adorations like to mine! 
Pardon, my adorable 83/vm,. the Raſhneſs of my 
Paſſion ih this Kencounter with Foſcario; I am 
ſutisſied he is too unhappy. in your Disfavour to 
merit the being ſo in mine; but it was ſufficient ! 
then ſaw a Joy in his Face, a pleaſed Gaiety in 
his Locks to make me think my Rage reaſonable, 
and my Quarrel juſt; by the Stile he writes, I dread 
his Senſe leſs than his Perſon; but you, my 
Maid, have ſaid enough to quit me of my Fears 
for both the Night comes on---I cannot call it 
envious, though it rob me of the Light that ſhould 
aſſiſt me to finiſh this, ſince it will more gloriouſly 
repay me in a happier Place Come on then, thou 
bleſt Retreat of Lovers, I forgive thy Interruptions 
here, ſinee thou wilt conduct to the Arms of Sylvia, 
. -==the adoring COPE ONT. n 


 PHILANDBER, 


If y have any Command: for me, this Werder 
F the Gardens, whom 1 met in going in thither, will 
bring it back ;'T wait in the Mralloto, and dat this 
from the dear Ptimroſe-Bank, where I have fate 
with Sylvia. 3 | | FF. 7 
* | 8 19 


"8 


: Part 1. i Lanes Letters. I * ; 


* PHILANDE . 
1 the happy Night... 


” Ils dene; yes, Philander, it is done, and af - 

ter that, what will not Love and Grief oblige 
me to ohn to you? Oh, by what inſenſible De- 
grees a Maid in Love may arrive to ſay any Thing 
to her Lover without Bluſhing ! I have known the 
Time, the bleſt immocent Time, when but to think 
J loved Philander would have covered my Face 
with Shame, and to have ſpoke it would have filled 
me with Confufion- - have made me tremble, bluſh, 


and bend my guilty Eyes to Earth, not daring to 


behold my charmirty Conqueror, wh ite I made that 
baſhful Conſeſſion- though now I am grown bold 
in Love, yet I have known the Time, hen bein 
at Court, and coming from the Preſence, being 
offered ſome officious Hand to lead me to my 
Coach, P have ſhrunk back with my Averſion to 
your Ser, and have concealed my Hands in my 
Pockets to ptevent their being touched; —a Ki 
would turn my Stomach, and amorous Looks 


r e they would make me vain) gave me a“ 1 5 


ate to him that fent them, and never any Maid 


reſolved ſo much as F to tread the Paths of Honour, 


and J Had ttrany Precedents before me to make me 


careful: Thus T was armed with Refolution, Pride 


and Scorn, againſt all Mankind; but alas, „ Finads 


no. Defence e à Brother, but innocently lay 
all 


expoſed to all his Attacks of Love, and never 
thought it criminal till it kindled a new Deſire 
about me, Oh, that T ffould not die with Shame 
to own it=——Yet fee (I ſay): how from one ſoft 
Degree to another, I do not only confeſs the 
ſhameful Truth, but act it too; what with a 
Fore aa Hezvens ! a Crime fo monſtrous and 


+ | fo 


Peoſſeſſion, which makes Women fond and doting, 
ſhould make thee cold, and grow indifferent--if nau- 
ſeated with repeated Joy, and having made a full 


cendeſt a t 
dering Ideas of what Man was to me, that I believe 
thee more than human ! Some Charm Divine dwells 

in thy Touches ; beſides all theſe, thy charming 
Look, thy Love, the Beauties that adorn thee, 
and thy Wit, I ſwear there is a Secret in Nature 
that renders thee more dear, and fits thee to my 


1 


| fo new But by all thy Love, by thoſe ſurprizing 
]Juoys ſo lately experienced never will 


No, 
no, I never can - repent it: Oh incorrigible Paſ- 
fion ] Oh harden'd Love! At leaſt I might have 
ſome Remorſe, ſome Sighing after my poor de- 
parted Honour; but why ſhould I diſſemble with 


the Powers Divine; that know the Seerets of a 
Soul doomed to eternal Love? Yet I am mad, I 


* 


rave and tear myſelf, traverſe my guilty Chamber 
in a diſordered, but a ſoft Confuſion 3 and often 
openiag the conſcious Curtains, ſurvey the Print 


where thou and I were laſt Night laid, ſurveying 
it with a thouſand tender Sighs, and kiſs and preſs 
thy dear forſaken Side, imagine over all our ſolemn 


Joys, every dear Tranſport, all our raviſhing re- 
peated Blifſes z then almoſt fainting, languiſhing, 
cry—Philander, oh, my charming little God ! Then 
lay me down in the dear Place you preſſed, till 
warm and fragrant with the ſweet Remains that 


thou haſt left behind thee on the Pillow. Oh, my 


Soul's Joy! My dear, eternal Pleaſure! What 
Softneſs haſt thou added to my Heart within a few 
Hours ! But oh, Philander--if (as I've oft been told) 


* 


Diſcovery of all that was but once imaginary, when 
Fancy rendered every Thing much finer than Ex- 


perience, oh, how were I undone! For me, by 
all the Inhabitants of Heaven I ſwear, by thy dear 


en Sol and by thy Vows---thou ſo tranſ- 
Fancy, all dull Imagination, all won- 


Soul » 


of * 
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Soul; do not aſk it me, let it ſuffice, it is ſo, and - 
is not to be told; yes, by it I know thou art the 
Man created for my Soul, and he alene that has 
the Power to touch it; my Eyes and Fancy might 
have been diverted, I might have favoured this 
above the other, preferred that Face, that Wit, or 
Shape, or Air---but to concern my Soul, to make 
that capable of ſomething more than Love, . it was 
only neceſſary that Ph:lander ſhould be formed, and 
formed juſt as he is; that Shape, that Face, that 
Height, that dear Proportion; 1 would not have a 
Feature, not a Look, not a Hair altered, juſt as 
thou art, thou art an Angel to me, and I, without 
conſidering what I am, what I might be, or ought, 
without conſidering the fatal Circumſtances of thy 
being married (a Thought that ſhocks. mY Soul 
whenever it enters) or whatever other Thought that 
does concern my Happineſs or Quiet, have fixed 
my Soul to Love and my Philander, to love thee 
with all thy Diſadvantages, and glory in my Ruin; 
theſe are my firm Reſolves--theſe are my Thoughts. 
But thou art gone, with all the Trophies of my Love - 
and Honour, gay with the Spoils, which now per- 
haps are unregarded: The Myſtery: is now revealed, 
the mighty Secret is known, and now will be no 
Wonder or Surprize : But hear my Vows: By all 


on which my Life depends I ſwear---if ever I per- 1 


ceive the leaſt Decay of Love in thee, if ever thou 


breakeſt an Oath, a Vow, a Word, if ever I ſee #5 
Repentance in thy Face, a Coldneſs in thy Eyes 1 


(which Heaven divert) by that bright Heaven I will 5 


die; you may believe me, ſince I had the Courage 


and durſt love thee, and after that durſt ſacrihce 

my Fame, loſe all to juſtify that Love, will, when- 

a Change ſo fatal ſhall arrive, find Courage too to 

die; yes, die Philander, aſſure thyſelf I will, and 
[therefore have a Care of 8 
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mw F, where {Hall I find Repoſe; where ſeek a 
it gdlent Quiet, but in my laſt Retteat, the Grave! 
14 I ſay not this, my deareft Phimùndir; that I do or 
ever can repent my Love; thdugh the fatal Source 
of all: For already we are betrayed; our Race of 
Joys, our Courſe of ſtolen Delight is ended ere 
begun. I chid, alas; at Morning's Dawn, I chid 
you to be gone, and yet, Heaven knows; I graſped 
Jou faſt, and rather would have died than parted 
ith you; I faw the Day come on, and curfed its 
> buſy Light, and ſtill you cried, One bleſſed Minute 
i more; before J part with all the Joys of Eife! And 
Hours were Minutes then, and Day grew old upon 
ds unawares, it was all abroad, and had called up 
all the Hbufhold Spies to pry into che Secrets of 
dur Lobes, and thou, by ſomè Tale- bearing Plat- 
terer, Wert ſeen in paſſing through the Garden; 
the News was carried to my Father, and a mighty 
_ Conſult Ras been held in my Mother's Apartment, 
_ Who now refuſes to fee me; while I, poſſeſſed 
with Love, and full of Wonder at my new 
Change, lulled with dear Contemplation, (for 1 
am altered much ſince Yeſterday, however thou 
haſt 1 imagining none knew our Theft 


„ N k 


a _ 
« % & 3 


4 


f Love, But onſy Heaven and Melinda. But oh, 
ala, I had no ſbbner finiſhed this encloſed; but my 
Father entered my Cabinet, but it was with ſuch 
Edok—=—=as foon informed me all was betrayed to 
him; a while he gazed on nie with Fierceneſs in 
his Eyes, Which ſo ſurprized and frigtited me, that 
I, all pale and trembling, threw thyſelf at his Feet; 
he, ſeeing my Diſorder, took the up, and fixed fo 
Readfaft and ſo fad a Look upon me, as would 
have broken any Heart but mine, ſupported with 
Philander's Image; I ſighed and wept —and ſilently 
. | attended 


«< 
* 


ther, and Madam my Mother, Melinda and 
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attended when the Storm ſhould fall, which turned 


into a Shower ſo ſoft; and piercing, I almoſt died 


to ſee it; at laſt deliveris 8 a Paper Here, 
(cried he, with a Sigh and Trembling-interrupted 
Voice) read what I cannot tell thee. Oh, Sylvia, 
cried he. thou Joy and Hope of all my age 


Tears, thou Object of my Dotage, how haſt thou 


brought me to my Grave with Sorrow !. So left me 
with the Paper in my Hand: Speechleſs, unmov' d 
a while I ſtood, till he awaked me by new Sighs 


| and Cries; for paſſing through my Chamber, by 


Chance, or by Deſign, he caſt his melancholy Eyes 
towards my Bed, and ſaw the dear Diſorder there, 
unuſual then cried—Oh, wretched Sylvia, thou 
art loſt | And left me almoſt fainting. The Letter, 
I ſoon found, was one you'd ſent from Dorillus his 
Farm this Morning, after you had parted from me, 


which has betrayed us all, but how it came into 
their Hands I ſince have underſtood : For, as I ſaid, 


you were ſeen paſſing through the Garden, from 


"thence (to be confirmed) they dogged you to the 
Farm, and waiting there your Motions, . ſaw. Do- 


rillus come forth with a Letter in his Hand, which 
though he ſoon- concealed, yet not ſo ſoon but it. 
was taken Notice of, when haſtening to Bellfont 
the neareſt Way, they gave an Account to Monſieur, 
my Fatlier, who going out to Dorillus, commanded 


him to deliver him the Letter; his Vaſſal durſt not 


diſobey, but yielded it with ſuch Diſpute and Re- 
luctancy, as he durſt maintain with a Man ſo great 
and pewerful ; before Dorilius returned you had 
taken Horſe, ſo that you are a Stranger to our 
Misfortune—What ſhall 1 do ? Where ſhall I ſeek 
a Refuge from the Danger that threatens us? A 


| fad and filent Grief. appears throughout Bellfant, 


and the Face vf all Things is changed, yet none 
knows the unhappy Cauſe but Monfieur my Fa- 
my= 


4606 
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ſelf. Malinda and my Page are both diſmiſſed from 
waiting on me, as ſuppoſed Confidents of this 
dear Secret, and Strangers, Creatures of Madam 
the Counteſs, put about me. Oh Philander, what 
can I do? Thy Advice, or I am loſt : But how, 
alas, ſhall I either convey theſe to thee, or receive 
any Thing from thee, unleſs ſome God of Love, 
in Pity of our Miſeries, ſhould offer us his Aid? 
I will try to corrupt my new Boy, I;fee Good- 
nature, Pity and Generoſity in his Loks, he is 
well born too, and may be honeſt. 5 


Thus far, Philander, J had writ when Supper 
was brought me, for yet my Parents have not. 
deigned to let me come into their Preſence ; thoſe 
that ſerve me tell me Myrtilla is this Afternoon 

arrived at Bellfont; all is mighty cloſe carried in 
the Counteſs's Apartment. I tremble with the 
Thought of what will be the Reſult of the great 
Conſultation : I have been tempting of the Boy, 
but I perceive they have pela eg wy not 
to obey me; he ſays, againſt his Will he ſhall 
betray me, for they will have him ſearched ;*but 

he has promiſed me to ſee one of the Weeders, 
who working in the Garden, into which my Win- 

dow opens, may from thence receive what I ſhall 
let down; if it be true, 1 ſhall get this fatal Know- 
ledge to you, that you may not only prepare for 
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1.9 the worſt, but contrive to ſet at Liberty 
| 397 13 | | F E . 2 4 
1 mY Meme 


Ay Heart is ready ta breab, and my Eyes are 
drawned in Tears: Oh Philander, how much unlike 
the, laftl will this fatal Night prove ! Farewel, and 
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This was writ in the Cover to both the 
© foregoing Letters to Philander. 


PHilandrr, all that I dreaded, all that I feared is 
fallen upon me : I have been arraigned, an@ 
convicted, three Judges, ſevere as the three infer- 
nal ones, ſate in Condemnation on me, a Father, 
a Mother, and a Siſter ; the Fact, alas, was too 
clearly proved, and too many circumftantial Truths 
appeared againſt me, for me to plead not- guilty. 
But, oh e Had you ſeen the Tears, and 
heard the Prayers, Threats, Reproaches and Up- 
braidings—theſe from an injured Siſter, thoſe my 
Heart-broken Parents; a tender Mother here, a 
railing and reviling Siſter there—an angry Father, 
and a guilty Conſcience——thou wouldſt have 

wondered at my Fortitude, my Courage, and my 
| Reſolution, and all from Love]! For faraly'l had 
died, had not thy Love, thy powerful Love ſup- 
ported me ; through all the Accidents of Life and 
Fate, that can and will ſupport me; in the Midſt 
of all their Clamours and their Railings T had from 


that a ſecret and ſoft Repoſe within, that whiſ= 


pered me, Philander loves me ſtill; difcarded and 
renounced by my fond Parents; Love ftill replies, 
Philander till will own thee; thrown from th 
Mother's and thy Siſter's Arms, Ph:lander's til 
are open to receive thee : And though I rave and 
almoſt die to fee them grieve, to think that I am 


the fatal Cauſe who makes ſo fad Confuſion in our 


Family; (for, oh, tis piteous to behold my Siſter's 
Sighs and Tears, my Mother's ſad Deſpair, my 
Father's Raging and his Weeping, by melancholy 
Turns z) yet even theſe deplorable Objects, that 
would move the moſt obdurate, ſtubborn Heart 
to Pity and Repentance, render not mine relent- 


ing; 


Fro Tobe-TLetters. Part I. 
ing; and yet I am wondrous pitiful by Nature, 
and I cart weep and faint to ſee the ſad Efes of 
my looſe, wanton Love, yet cannot find Repen- 
tance for the dear charming Sin; and yet, ſhould'ſt 
thou behold my Mother's 3 uiſhment, no bitter 
Words proceeding from her Lips, no Tears fall 
from her down-caſt Eyes, but ſilent and ſad as 
Death ſhe ſits, and will not view the Light; 
mould'ſt thou, I ſay, behold it, thou would f, it 
not repent, yet grieve that thou hadſt loved me: 
ure Love has quite confounded Nature in me, 
I could not elſe behold this fatal Ruin without re- 
venging it upon my ſtubborn Heart; a thouſand 
Times a Day I make new Vows againſt the God 
of Love, but it is too late, and J am as often per- 
8 ſhould the Gods revenge the broken 
Vows of Lovers, what Love-ſick Man, what 
Maid betrayed like me, but would be damned a 
thouſand Times ? For every little Love-quarrel, 
every kind Reſentment makes us ſwear to love 
no more; and every Smile, and every. flattering 
Softneſs from the dear Injurer, makes us perjured: 
Let all the Force of Virtue, Honour, Intereſt join 
with my ſuffering Parents to perſuade me to ceaſe 
to love Philander, yet let him but appear, let him 
but look on me with thoſe dear charming Eyes, 
let him but ſigh, or preſs me to his fragrant Cheek, 
fold me—and-cry—Ah, S bia, can you quit me? 
—nay, you mult not, you ſhall not, nay, I know 
you cannot, remember you are mine—There is 
ſuch Eloquence in thoſe dear Words, when uttered 
with a Voice ſo tender and ſo paſſonate, that I 
believe them irrefiſtible—alas, I find them ſo—and 
_ eahily break all the feebler Vows I make againſt 
thee ;- yes, I muſt be undone, perjured, forſworn, 
incorrigible, unnatural; di ſobedient, and any Thing, 
rather than not Philander's—T'urn then, my Soul, 
from theſe domeſtick, melancholy Oy oe 
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look abroad, look forward for a while on 
charming Proſpects; look on Philander, the 
dear, the young, the amorous Philander, whoſe 


very Looks infuſe a fender Joy throughout the 
Soul, and chaſe. all Cares, all Sorrows and 
anxious Thoughts ffom* therice; Whoſe Wenton 
Play is ſofter than that of young-fledged Angels, 


and when he looks, and ſiglis, and ſpeaks; and 


| tbuChies, he is à very God: Where art thou, oh 


Miracle of Youth, theu charming dear Undoer ! 


Now thou haſt gained the Glory of the Conqueſt, 
thou ſlighteſt the rifled Captive: What, not a Liner 


Two tedious Days are paſt, and no kind Power 
relieves me with a Word; or: any Tidings of 


Philander -und yet thou mayeſt have ſent=<but I 
ſhall never fee it; till they raiſe up freſh Witneſſes 
againſt me— I cannot think thee wavering or for- 


getful; for if I did, ſurely thou knoweſt my Heart 


ſo well, thou canſt not think it would live to think 
another Thought. Confirm my kind Belief, and 
| ſend to mer ES 14; Bhat 


Tpere is a Gate well known to thee through 
which thou paſſeſt to Bellſont, it is in the Road 


about half a League from hence, an old Man opens 
it, his Daughter weeds in the Garden, and will 
convey this to thee as I have ordered her; by the 
ſame Meſſenger thou mayeſt return thine, and 


early as ſhe comes 11 let her down a String, by 
which Way unperceived I ſhall receive them from 


her: I will ſay no more, not inſtruct you how you 
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That which was left in her Hands by Mon- 
fſliüeur, ber Father, in her Cabinet. 


* 
„ 


T Can no more deſcribe to thee the Torment 
I with which I part from Bellfont, than I can that 
Heaven of Joy I was raiſed to laſt Night by the tranſ- 
| porting Effects of thy wondrous Love; both are 
to Exceſs, and both killing, but in different Kinds. 
Oh, Sylvia, by all my unſpeakable Raptures in 
thy Arms, by all oy harms of Beauty, too nu- 
merous and too raviſhing for Fancy to imagine 
ſwear by this laſt Night, by this dear new Diſ- 
covery, thou haſt increaſed my Love to that vaſt 
Height, it has undone. ep my Repoſe 
is gone this dear, dear Night has ruined me, it 
has confirmed me now I muſt have Sylvia, and 
cannot live without her, no not a Day, an Hour 
---to fave the World, unleſs I had the entire Poſ- 
ſeſſion of my lovely Maid: Ah, Sylvia, I am not 
that indifferent dull Lover that can be raiſed by 
one Beauty to an Appetite, and ſatisfy it with 
another; I cannot carry the dear Flame you. kindle 
to quench it in the Embraces of Myrtilla; no, by 
the eternal Powers, he that pretends to love, and 
Joves at that coarſe Rate, needs fear no Danger 
from that Paſſion, he never was born to love, or 
die for Love; Sylbia, MAyrtilla and a thoufand more 
were all the ſame to ſuch a dull Inſenſible; no, 
Sylvia, when you find I can return back to the 
once left matrimonial Bed, deſpiſe me, ſcorn me: 
Swear (as then thou juſtly may'ft) I love not Sylvia: 
Let the hot Brute drudge on (he who is fired by 
Nature, not by Love, whom any Body's Kiſſes 
AS" . SID * can 
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Part! m . 1. 
can inſpire) and eaſe the neceſſary Heats of Vouth; 
Love is a nobler Fire, which nothing can allay 
but the dear She that raiſed it; no, no, my purer 
Stream ſhall never run back to the Fountain, whence 
it is parted, nay it cannot, it were as poſſible to 
love again, where one has ceaſed to Jove, as carry 
the Deſire and Wiſhes back ; by Heaven, to me 
there is nothing ſo unnatural ;- no, Sy{via, it is you 
I muſt poſſeſs, you have compleated my Undoing 
now, and I muſt die unleſs you give me all 
but oh, I am going from thee---when are we like 
to meet---oh, how ſhall I ſupport my abſent Hours! 
Thought will deſtroy me, for it will be all on thee, 
and thoſe at ſuch a Diſtance will be inſupportable. 
What ſhall I do without thee ? If after all the 
Toils of dull inſipid Life I could return and lay 
me down by thee, Herculean Labours would be 
ſoft and eaſy 
dangerous Hurries of Affairs of State, the Buſineſs 
and the Noiſe of Life, I could ſupport with Plea» 
ſure, with wondrous Satisfaction, could treat Myr- 
tilla too with that Reſpect, that generous Care, as 
would become a Huſband. I could be eaſy every 
where, and every one ſhould be at Eaſe with me; 
now I ſhall go and find no Sylvia there, but figh 
and wander like an unknown Thing, on ſome ſtrange 
foreign Shore; I ſhall grow peeviſh as a new 
 wean'd Child, no Toys, no Bauble of the gaudy 
World will pleaſe my wayward Fancy: I ſhall be 
out of Humour, rail at every Thing, in Anger ſhall 
demand, and ſullenly reply to every Queſtion aſked 
and anſwered, and when I think to eaſe my Soul by 
a Retreat, a thouſand ſoft Deſires, a thouſand 
Wiſhes wreck me, pain me to raving, till beating 
the ſenſeleſs Floor with my Feet——I cried aloud. 
= My Sylvia /—thus, thus, my charming Dear, 
the poor Philander is employed when baniſhed from 
his Heaven ! If thus it uſed to be when as that 
I I | right 


the harſh Fatigues of War, the - - 
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114 Toeve- Letters. Part T. : 
bright Outſide was adored; judge now my Pain, 


now thou haſt made known a howard Graces 
more oh, pity me fbr it is not in thy Power 


to gueſs what I ſhall: now endure” in Abſerice 


of thee; for thou haſt charmed my Sdul to an Ex- 


ceſs too mighty for a patient Suffering; * 1 
die alread 


I am yet at Derillus his Farm, lingring on from 
one ſwift Minute to the other, and have not Power 


to go; a thouſand Looks all languiſhing I've caſt 
from Eyes all drowned in Tears towards Be!lfont, 
have ſighed a thouſand Wiſhes to my Angel, from 


# ſad breaking Heart Love will not let me 
aid Honour calls me—alas,I muſt away; When 
ſhall we meet again ? Ah, when my Sylvia oh 


charming Maid — thou' lt ſee e ſhovely dead, for 
thus I cannot live; thou muſt be mine, of F muſt 


be no more -I muft 


not to ſend a hundred Times: + Day,” if poſſible; 


I've ordered Alexis to do nothing but wait for all 
that comes, and poſt away with what thou ſerideft 
to me- again adieu, think on me---and til} thou 
calleſt me to thee, imagine nothing upon Earth fo - 


e ee 
| "T2 PHILANDER, 


3 my hw; fler at; through the Our 


this Morning, Ine Eraſto---T fear he ſaw the near 
enough to know me, and will give 5 it; 


let me know what h oily. 9" « dla, a 
Hope fon Sk | PF ren ; 
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0 P HILAN PER. 
Written in a Leaf of a Table- Bo. 


Ta only Time to ſay, on Thurſday I am de- 
ſtined a Sacrifice to Fgſcarie, which Day finiſhes 


the Life of . 
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To "SF L v 3 A. 


Vom Dorillus his Farm. 
RR News your Billet brougtit 


me, I (without conſidering the Effects thee 
would follow) am arrived at Bullfont; I have yet 


ſo much Patience about me, to ſuffer myſelf to 


be concealed at Horillur his Cottage; but if F ſee 
thee not to Night, or find no Hopes of it -B 
Heaven IIIl ſet Hellſont all in a Flame but Iwill have 
my Sylvia; be ſure III do it. What? To be mar- 
ried Sylvia to be married - and given from Phi- 
lander——Oh, never think: it, forfworl fair Cres 


ture What? Give Fyſcario that dear charming 


Body ? Shall he be graſped in thoſe dear naked 
Arms? Taſte all thy Kiſſes, preſs thy ſnowy Breaſts, 
command thy Joys, and rifle all thy Heaven? 


Furies and Hell environ me if he do- -- Oh, Sylvia, 


faithleſs, perjured, charming Fylvia- Land cant 
thou ſuffer it Hear my Vows; oh fiekle Angel==< 
Hear me, thou faithleſs Raviſner! That fatal 
Moment that the daring Prieft offers to join 
your Hands, and give thee from me, I wifl fa- 
crifice your Lover 5 by Heaven 1 will, before 
the Altar, ſtab him at your Feet; the holy 
Place, nor the Numbers that attend ye, nor all 
e ä your 
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. your Prayers nor Tears, ſhall fave his Heart; look 
do it, and be not falſe---yet Ill truſt not thy Faith; 

no, ſhe that can think but falſely, and ſhe that can 

ſo eaſily be perjured- for, but to ſuffer it is ſach 

a Sin---ſuch an undoing Sin---that thou-art ſurely 
damned ! And yet, by Heaven, that is not-all the 
Nuin ſhall attend thee; no, lovely Miſchief, no--- 
vou ſhall not eſcape till the Damnation Day; for 
| J will rack thee, torture thee and plague thee, 

thoſe few Hours I have to live, (if ſpiteful Fate 
prevent my juſt Revenge upon Feſcaris) and when 
I am dead--as I ſhall quickly be killed by thy Cru- 

elty---know,' thou fair Murtherer, I will haunt 

thy Sight, be ever with thee, and ſurround 6s 4 

Bed, and fright thee from the Raviſher ; fright all 
thy looſe Delights, and check thy Joys Oh, I 
am mad II cannot think that Thought, no, thou 

ſhalt never advance fo far in Wiekedneſs, I Wil“ 
fave thee, if I can---Oh, my adorable; why doſt 
thou torture me? How haſt thou ſworn ſo ofterr 

„and ſo loud that Heaven I am ſure has heard thee, 

and will puniſh thee ? How didſt thou ſwear that 

happy bleſſed Night, in which I ſaw thee laſt, 
claſped in my Arms, weeping with eager Love, 
with melting Softneſs on my Boſom remember 
how thou ſwor'ſt—— oh, that dear Night,—let me 
recover Strength--and then I will tell thee more-- 

I muſt repeat the Story of that Night, which thou 
perhaps (oh faithleſs !) haſt forgot — that glorious 
Night, when all the Heavens were gay, and every 

favouring Power looked down and ſmiled upon 
our Thefts of Love, that gloomy Night, the firſt 
of all my Joys, the bleſſedeſt of my Life---trem- 
bling and fainting I approach your Chamber, and 

while you met and graſped me at the Door, taking 
my trembling Body in your Arms---remember how. 

I fainted at your Feet, and what dear Arts you 

| Uſed to call me back to Life · Remember how 
"OY - nnn, you 


a4 


ze "4 
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you kifled and preſſed my Face Remember what 
dear charming Words you ſpoke and when 1 
did recover, how I aſked you with a feeble doubtful 
Voice Ah, Sylvia, will you ftill continue thus, 
thus wondrous ſoft and fond? Will you be ever 
mine, and.eyer true? What did you then. reply, 
when kneeling. on the Carpet where I lay, what 
Sylvia, did you vow? How invoke Heaven? How 
call its Vengeance down if ever you loved another 
Man again, if ever you touched or ſmiled on any - 
other, if eyer you ſuffered Words or Acts of Love 
but from Philander £ Both Heaven and Hell thou 
didſt awaken with thy Oaths, one was an angry 
Liſtener to what it knew thou'dit break, the other 
laughed to know thou would'ſt be perjured, while 
only I, poor I, was all the while a ſilent fond Be- 
lieyer; your Vows ſtopped all my Language, as 
your Eiſſes did my Lips, you ſwore and kiſſed, and 
yowed and claſped my Neck - Oh charming Flat- 
terer! Oh artful, dear Beguiler ! Thus into Life, 
and Peace, and fond Security, you charmed my 
willing Soul! It was then, my Sylvia, (certain 
of your Heart, and that it never could be given 
away to any other) I preſſed my eager Joys, but 
with ſuch tender Caution — ſuch Fear and Fond- 
neſs, ſuch an awful Paſſion, as overcame your 
faint Reſiſtance ; my Reaſons and of hier 1 
were ſtrong, for you were mine by Love, by ſa- 
cred Vows, and who could lay a better Claim to 
Sylvia? How oft I cried — Why this Reſiſtance, 
Sylvia? My charming Dear, whoſe are you? Not 
Philander's 3 And ſhall Philander not command 
his on- you muſt ah cruel--then a ſoft Strug- 
gle followed, with half-breathed Words, with Sighs 
and trembling Hearts, and now and then Ah 
cruel and unreaſonable----was ſoftly ſaĩd on both 
Sides; thus ſtrove, thus argued ·-till both lay pant- 
ing in each. others Arms, not with the Tojl, but 


Rapture; I need not ſay what followed after this 
— hat tender Showers of ſtrange indearing 
'Mixtures twixt Joy and Shame, twirt Love and 
new Surprise, and ever when I dried your Eyes 
with Kiſſes, unable to repeat any other Language 
than——Oh my Sylvia / Oh my charming Angel! 
While Sighs of Joy, and eloſe graſping thee 
ſpoke all the reſt while every tender Word, and 
every Sign was echoed back by thee; you 
preſſed me —— and you. vowed you loved me 
more than ever yet you did; then ſwore anew, 
__andinmy Boſom, hid your charming bluſhing Face, 
then with Exeeſs of Love would call on . 
de Witneſs, oh ye Powers (a thouſand Times ye 
oried) if ever Maid e'er loved like Sylvia puniſn 
me ſtrangely, oh eternal Powers, if ever I leave 
Philander, if ever I ceaſe to; love him; no Force, 
no Art, not Intereſt, Honour, Wealth, Conve- 
nience, Duty, or what other neceſſary Cauſe 
ſhall ever be of Force to make me leave thee 
Thus haſt thou ſworn, oh charming, faithleſs Flat - 
terer, thus betwixt each raviſhing Minute thou 
would'ſt ſwear—and I as faſt believed and loved 
thee more Haſt thou forgot it all, oh fickle 
Charmer, haſt thou ? Haſt thou forgot between 
each awful Ceremony of Love, how you cried 
out Farewel the World and mortal Cares, give 
me Philander, Heaven, I aſk no more---Haſt thou 
forgot all this? Did all the live-long Night hear 
any other Sound but thoſe our mutual Vows, of 
Invocations, broken Sighs, and ſoft and trembling 
Whiſpers ? Say, had we any other Buſineſs for the 
tender Hours? Ob, all ye Hoſt of Heaven, ye Stars 
that ſhone, and all ye Powers the faithlels lovely 
Maid has ſworn by, be Witneſs how ſhe is perjut'd; 
revenge it all, ye injured Powers, revenge it, 
ſince by it ſhe has undone: the faithfulleſt Youth, 
and broke the tendereſt Heart---that ever fell 2 
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Sacrifice to Love; and all ye little weeping Gods 
of Love, revenge your murthered Victim your 
ffn. ˙ 


_ 
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To q P H J1L A.N D E R. : od | 
Inn tbe Leaves of a'Table-Book. 
YH my Pbilander, how dearly welcome, and 
bo needleſs were thy kind Reproaches 
Which I will uot endeavour to convince by Argu- 
ment, but ſuch a Deed as ſhall at once ſecurę thy 
Fears now and for the future. I have not a Mi- 
nute to write in; place, my dęar Philanger, your 
Chariot in St. Vincents Woog, and nce I am 
not able to fix the Hour of my Flight, let it wait 
there my Coming; it is but a little Kite from Aal 
font, Dorillus is ſuſpected there, remove - thyſelf 
to the High- way, Gate Cottage---there I'll call on 
thee---:twas lucky, that thy Fears, or Love, or 
Jealouſy brought thee ſo near me, fince I'd refolv'd 
before upon my Flight. Parents and Honour, In- 
tereſt and Fame, farewel - I leave you all to follow 
my .Philander---Haſte the Chariot to the thickeſt 
Part of /the*Wegqd,.for/T am impatient to be gone, 
and ſhall take the firſt Opportunity to fly to my 

_ Philander---Oh, love me, love me, love me 


Under Pretence of reaching the Feſſamin which ſhades 
my Window, I unpercerved let down and receive what 
Letters you ſend by the ' honeſt Meeder; by her ſend 
your Senſe of my Flight, or rather your Direction, for 
E ˙ 
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O careful J will be of this dear mighty Secret, 
0 that I will my ſay, Sylvia ſhall be-obeyed ; 
no more---nay, I'll not dare to think of it, left in 
my Rapture I ſhould name my Joy aloud, and 
buſy Winds ſhould bear it to ſome officious Liſt- 
ner, and undo me; no more, no more, my Sylvia, 
Extremes of ger (as Grief) are ever dumb: Let it 
ſuffice, this ng which you proffer I had de- 
ſigned to aſk, as ſoon as you'd convinced me of 
your Faith; yes, Sylvia, J had aſked it though it 
was a Bounty too great for any Mortal to con- 
ceive Heaven ſhould beſtow upon him; but if it 
do, that very Moment I'll reſign the World, and 
barter all for Love and charming Sylvia, Haſte, 
haſte, my Life; my Arms, my Boſom and my 
Soul are open to receive the lovely Fugitive ; haſte, 
for this Moment I am going to plant myſelf where 
you T. EN” 
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N H, Philander, how have vou undone a harmleſs 
| A poor Unfortunate? Alas, where are you ? 
Why would you thus abandon me ? Is this the Sou „ 
the Boſom, theſe the Arms that ſhould receive me? 
I'll not upbraid thee with my Loye, or charge thee 
with my Undoing ; it was all my own, and were 
it yet to do, I ſhould again be ruined for Philander, 
and never find Repentance, no not for a Thought, 
- 'a Word or Deed of Love, to the dear _ or- 
TO te ſworn; 
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oh, thou art not falſe, or if thou be'ſt, oh, let me 


hear it from thy Mouth, ſee thy repented Love, 
that I may know there is no ſuch Thing on Earth, 
as Fajth, as Honeſty, as Love or Truth ; however, 


be thow true, or be thou falſe, be bold and let me 


have I miſſed thee, thou Joy of my Soul ? By what 


thee every where, but like the languiſhing aban- 


nor heard no amorous Sigh that could direct me 
Il aſked the Wood and Springs, complained and 
called on thee through all the Groves, but they 

confeſſed thee not; nothing but Echo's anſwered 
me, and when I cried Philander —cried—Philander ; 
thus ſearched I till the coming Night, and my in- 

creaſing Fears made me reſolve for Flight, which 


— a 8 If * ww 2 _ 5 7 


ſoon we did, and ſoon arrived at Paris, but whither 


then to go, Heaven knows, I could not tell, for 
laſt, conſulting Brilliard what to do, after a thouſand. 


Siſter he had, who was married to a Guiden of the 
Guard de Corps; he changed my Name, and made 
me paſs for a Fortune he had ſtolen; but oh, no 
Welcomes, nor my ſafe Retreat were ſufficient to 
repoſe me all the enſuing Night, for I had no News 
of Philander,. no, not a Dream informed me; a 
 WOh. I 4 I JE thouſand 
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ſworn; but I can die, yes, hopeleſs, friendleſs — 
Jeft by all, even by Philander—all but Reſolution : 
has abandoned me, and that can lay me down, 
whenever I pleaſe, in ſafe Repoſe and Peace: But 


know it, for thus to doubt is Torture worſe than 
Death. What Accident, thou dear, dear Man, has 
happened to prevent thee from purſuing my Di- 
rections, and ſtaying for me at the Gate? Where 


dire Miſtake have I loſt thee? And where, oh, 
where art thou, my charming Lover? I ſought. 


doned Miftreſs in the Canticies I ſought thee, but 


J found thee. not, no Bed of Roſes would diſ- 
cover thee : I ſaw no Print of thy dear Shape, 


I was almoſt naked, friendleſs and forlorn ; at 


Revolutions, he concluded to truſt me with. a 
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thouſand Fears and Jealouſies have kept me waking, 
and Brillard, who has been all Night in Purſuit 
of thee, is now returned ſucceſsleſs and diſtracted. 
as thy Sylvia, for Duty and Generoſity have almoſt. 
the ſame Effects in him, with Love and Fenderneſs 
and Jealouſy in me; and ſince Paris affords' no 
News of thee, (which ſure it would if thou wert 
in it, for oh, the Sun might hide himſelf with as 
much Eaſe as great Philander) he is reſolved to 
ſearch St. Vincent's Wood, and all the adjacent Cot- 
tages and Groves; he thinks that you, not knowing 
of my Eſcape, may yet be waiting thereabouts; 
ſince quitting the Chariot for Fear of being ſeen, 
you might be ſo far advanced into the Wood, as not 
to find the Way back to the Thicket where the 
Chariot waited: It is thus he feeds my Hope, and 
flatters my poor Heart, that fain would think the e 
true —or if thou be'ſt not but curſed be all ſuch 
Thoughts, and far from Sy/via's Soul; no, no, 
thou art not falſe, it cannot be, thou art a God, 
and art unchangeable : I know, by ſome Miſtake, 
thou art attending me, as wild and impatient as 
J; perhaps thou thinkeſt me falſe, and thinkeſt I 
have not Courage to purſue my Love, and fly; 
and, thou perhaps art waiting for the Hour wherein 
thou thinkeſt ] will give myſelf away to Foſcario : 
Oh cruel and unkind ! To think I loved fo lightly, 
to think I would attend that fatal Hour; no, Phi- 
lander, no faithleſs, dear Enchanter : Laſt Night, 
the Eve to my intended Wedding-Day, having 
repoſed my Soul by my Reſolves for Flight, and 
only waiting the lucky Minute for Eſeape, I ſet a 
willing Hand to every Thing that was preparing 
for the Ceremony of the enſuing Morning; with 
that Pretence I got me early to my Chamber, tried 
on a thouſand: Dreſſes, and aſked a thouſand 
Queſtions, all impertinent, which would do belt, 
which looked moſt gay and rich, then N my 
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Gown with Jewels, decked my Apartment up, 
and left nothing undone that might ſecure em both 
of my being pleaſed, and of my Stay; nay, and 
to give the leſs Suſpicion, I undreſſed myſelf 
even to.my Under-Petticoat and Night-Gown; I 
would not take a Jewel, not a Piſtole, but left 
my Women finiſhing my Work, and careleſly, 
and thus undreſſed, walked towards the Garden, 
and while every one was buſy in their Office, 
getting myſelf out of Sight, poſted over the Mea- | 
dow to the Wood as ſwift as Daphne from the Ml 
God of Day, till I arrived moſt luckily where I —_— 
found the Ghariot waiting; attended by Brilliard; 1 
of whom, when I (all fainting and breathleſs with 
my ſwift Flight) demanded his Lord, he lifted me 
into the Chariot, and cried,- a little farther, 
Madam, you will find him; for he, for Fear of 
making a Diſcovery, took yonder ſhaded Path — 
towards which we went, but no dear Viſion of 
my Love appeared And thus, my charming Lover, 
vou have my kind Adventure ; ſend me ſome Ti- 
dings back that you are found, that you are well, 
and laſtly that you are mine, or this, that ſhould 
have been my Wedding-Day, will ſee itſelf that 
of the Death of a - | 


| | SYLFTA. j 
ly, Paris, Thurſday, from my Bed, for Want of Cloaths, | 
- or rather News from Philander. | - i 
ht, es 1 
8 ————- þ 
and . . 'Y 
ts Y Life, my Sylvia, my eternal Joy, art thou M 
ale then ſafe! And art thou Be IN Philander? i ; 
ſand am! lo bleſt by Heayen, by Love, and my dear i 10 
beſt char ming Maid ? Then let me die in Peace, ſince ; ? 

f I have lived to ſee all that my Soul deſires in Shyvig's 9 
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being mine; perplex not thy ſoft Heart with Fears 
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or Jealouſies, nor think ſo baſely, ſo poorly of 
my Love, to need more Oaths or Vows ; yet to 

confirm thee, I would ſwear my Breath away; 
but oh, it needs not here; take then no Care, 
my lovely Dear, turn not thy charming Eyes or 

Thoughts on afflicting Objects; oh think not on 
what thou haſt abandoned, but what thou art arrived 
to; look forward on the Joys of Love and Vouth, 

for I will dedicate all my remaining Life to ren- 
der thine ſerene and glad; and yet, my Sylvia, 
thou art ſo dear to me, ſo wondrous precious to 


m Soul, that in my Extravagance of Love, I 


fear I ſhall grow a troubleſome and wearying 
Coxcomb, ſhall dread every Look thou giveſt away 
from me—a Smile will make me rave, a Sigh or 


Touch make me commit a Murther on the happy 


Slave, or my own jealous Heart, but all the World 
beſides is Sylvia's, all but another Lover; but I 
rave. and run too faſt away; Ages muſt paſs a 


tedious Term of Years before I can be jealous, . 
or conceive thou can'ſt be weary of Philander— - 
I will be ſo fond, ſo doting, and fo playing, thou 


ſhalt not have an idle Minute to throw away a 
Look in, or a Thought on any other; no, no, I 
bave thee now, and will maintain my Right by 
Dint and Force of Love Oh, I am wild to ſee thee 
but, Sylvia, I am wounded — do not be frighted 
though, for it is not much or dangerous, but wy 


troubleſome, ſince it permits me not to fly to Sy 


via, but ſhe muſt come to me in order to it. Bril- 
liard has a Bill on my Goldſmith in Paris for a 
thouſand Piſtoles to buy thee ſomething to put on; 
any U hing that is ready, and he will conduct thee 
to. me, for I ſhall rave myſelf into a Fever if J 
ſec thee not to Day — I cannot live without thee - 
now, for thou art my Life, my 2verlaſting Charmer: 


I have ordered Brilliard to get a Chariot and ſome 
unknown Livery for thee, and I think the Con- 


tinuance 


n 


F ̃ Do Me i Wen: 
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tinuance of paſſing for what he has already rendered 
thee will do very well, till I have taken farther 

Care of thy dear Safety, which will be as ſoon as 
J am able to riſe; for moſt unfortunately, my 
dear Sylvia, quitting the Chariot in the Thicket 
for Fear of being ſeen with it, and walking down 
a ſhaded Path that ſuited with the Melancholy and 


Fears of Unſucceſs in thy Adventure; I went fo 


far, as ere I could return to the Place where 1 


left the Chariot it was gone—it ſeems with thee ; 


1 know not how you miſſed me—but poſſeſſed my- 


ſelf with a thouſand falſe Fears, ſometimes that 


in thy Flight thou mighteſt be purſued and over- 
taken, ſeized in the Chariot and returned back to 


Bellfont ; or that the Chariot was found ſeized 


on upon Suſpicion, though the Coachman and 


or if 


Brilliard were diſguiſed paſt Knowledge 


thou wert gone, alas I knew not whither ; but 
that was a Thought my Doubts and Fears would 
not ſuffer me to eaſe my Soul with; no, I (as 


Jealous Lovers do) imagined the moſt tormenting 


_ Things for my own Repoſe. I imagined the Chariot 


taken, or at leaſt fo diſcovered as to be forced 
away without thee: I imagined that thou wert 


falſe Heaven forgive me, falſe, my Sylvia, and 


hadſt changed thy Mind; mad with this Thought 


(which I fancied moſt reaſonable, and fixt it in 


my Soul) J raved about the Wood, making a 
thouſand Vows to be revenged on all ; in order to 
it J left the Thicket, and betook myſelf to the 
high Road of the Wood, where I laid me down 
among the Fern, cloſe hid, with Sword ready, 
waiting for the happy Bridegroom, who I knew (it 
being the Wedding Eve) would that Way paſs that 
Evening; pleaſed with Revenge, which now had got 
even the Place of Love, l waited there not above a lit- 
tle Hour but heard the trampling of a Horſe, and 


looking up with mighty Joy, I found it Feſcario's; 


3 Alone 
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alone he was, and unattended, for he'd outſtripped 
his Equipage, and with a Lover's Haſte, and full 
of Joy, was making towards Bellfont; but I (now 
fired with Rage) leaped from my Cover, cried, 
Stay, Foſcario, ere you arrive to Sylvia, we muſt 
adjuſt an odd Account between us——at which he 
ſtopping, as nimbly alighted ;—in fine, we fought, 
and many Wounds were given and received on 
both Sides, till his People coming. up, parted us, 
juſt as we were fainting with Loſs of Blood in 
each others Arms; A Chariot were 
amongſt his Equipage ; into the firſt his Servants 
lifted him, when he cried out with a feeble Voice, 
to have me, who now lay bleeding on the Ground, 
put into the Chariot, and to be ſafely conveyed 
where-ever I commanded, and ſo in Haſte they 
drove him towards: Bellfont, and me, who was 
reſolved not to ſtir far from it, to a Village within 

a2 Mile of it; from whence I ſent to Paris for a 
Surgeon, and diſmiſſed the Chariot, ordering, in 
the 18 of the Coachman, a Litter to be brought 
me immediately, to convey me that Night to 
Paris; but the Surgeon coming, found it not ſafe 
for me to be removed, and I am now willing to 
live, ſince Sylvia is mine; haſte to me then, my 
lovely Maid, and fear not being diſcovered, for 
have given Order here in the Carbaret where | am, 
if any Enquiry is made after me, to ſay, I went 
laſt Night to Paris. Haſte, my Love, haſte to my 
Arms, as feeble as they are, they'll graſp thee a 
dear Welcome: I will ſay no more, nor preſcribe 
Rules to thy Love, that can inform thee beſt what 
thou muſt do to ſave the Life of thy moſt paſſion- 
ate Adorer, Tg 


— 


7 


* 
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7 PHILAN D E R. 


1 Have ſent Brilliard to ſee if the Coaſt be clear, 
1 that we may come with Safety; he brings you, 
"inſtead of Sylvia, a young Cavalier that will be 
altogether as welcome to Philander, and who im- 
patiently waits his Return at a little Cottage at the © 
End of the Village. TEES: | 


% 8 1 L VIA. 
"From the Baſtile. 


Know my Sylvia expected me at Home with 
1 her at Dinner to Day, and wonders how I 
could live ſo long as ſince Morning without the 
eternal Joy of my Soul; but know, my Sylvia, 
that a trivial Misfortune is now fallen upon me, 
which in the Midſt of all our Heaven of Joys, our 
ſofteſt Hours of Life, has ſo often changed thy 
Smiles into Fears and Sighings, and ruffled thy 
calm Soul with Cares: Nor let it now ſeem 
ſtrange or afflicting, ſince every Day for theſe 
three Months we have been alarmed with new 
Fears that have made thee uneaſy even in Philan- 
der's Arms; we knew ſome Time or other the Storm 
would fall on us, though we had for three happy 
Months ſheltered ourſelves from its threatening 
Rage; but Love, I hope, has armed us both; for 
me- let me be deprived of all Joys, (but thoſe m 
Charmer can diſpenſe) all the falſe World's Re- 
ſpect, the dull Eſteem of Fools and formal Cox- 
combs, the grave Advice of the cenſorious Wiſe, 
the kind Opinion of ill- judging Women, no Mat- 
ter, ſo my Sylvia remain but mine. | To 
ep. l 


* 
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I am, my Sylvia, arreſted at the Suit of Monfiear 
the Count, your Father, for a Rape on my lovely 


Maid: I defire, my Soul, you will immediately 
take Coach and go to the Prince Ce/ario, and he 


will bail me out. I fear not a fair Trial; and, 


Sylvia, Thefts of mutual Love were never counted 


Felony ; I may die for Love, my Sylvia, but not 


for Loving—go, haſte, my Sylvia, that I may be 


tain * Dear. 


no longer detained from the ſolid Pleaſure and Bu- 


ſineſs of my Soul — haſte, my loved Dear—haſte 
and relieve _ 4 PHILLAN DEX. 


Come not to me, tc uf there on 'd be an Order to * 


* 


i. 


2 — 


To PHILANDER. 


Am not at all ſurprized, my Philander, at the 
Accident that has befallen an 5 becauſe fo long 


expected, and Love has ſo well fortified my 
Heart, that I ſupport our Misfortune with a Cou- 
rage worthy of her that loves and is beloved b 


the glorious Philander ; J am armed for the wor 


that can befal me, and that is my being rendered 


a publick Shame, who have been ſo in the private 


Whiſpers of all the Court for near theſe happy 


three Months, in which I have had the wondrous 


Satisfaction of being retired from the World with 


the charming Philander ; my Father too knew it 
Jong lince, at leaſt he could not hinder himſelf 
from gueſſing it, though his fond Indulgence ſuf- 
fered his Juſtice and his Anger to ſleep, and poſ- 
ſibly had ſtill ſlept, had not Myrtilla s Spight and 
Rage (I ſhould ſay juſt Reſentment, but 1 cannot) 
rouzed up his drouſy Vengeance: I know ſhe has 
plied him with her ſoftening Eloquence, her Pray- 
ers and Tears, to win him to conſent to make a 


| publick Buſineſs of it; but I am entered, Love has 


armed 
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armed my Soul, and I'll purſue my Fortune with 
that Height of Fortitude as ſhall ſurpriſe the World; 
yes, Philander, fince I have loſt my Honour, Fame 
and Friends, my Intereſt and my Parents, and all 
for mightier Love, I'll ſtop at nothing now; if 
there be any Hazards more to run, I will thank the 
ſpiteful Fates that bring them on, and will even 
tire them out with my unwearied Paſſion. Love 
on, Philander, if thou dareſt, like me; let em pur- 
ſue me with their Hate and Vengeance, let Priſons, 
Poverty and Tortures ſeize me, it ſhall not take 
one Grain of Love away from my reſolved Heart, 
nor make me ſhed a Tear of Penitence for loving 
thee; no, Philander, ſince I know what a raviſh- 
ing Pleaſure it is to live thine, I will never quit the 
Glory of dying alfo thy STLVIA. 

Ceſario, my Dear, is coming to be your Bail; 
with Monſieur the Count of ——1 die to ſee you after 
your Suffering for Sylvia. „ 


— K 
* ” 3 * 


T) Elieve me, charming Sylvia, I live not thoſe 
AI Hours I am abſent from thee, thou art my Life, 
my Soul, and my eternal Felicity ; while you be- 
lieve this Truth, my Sylvia, you will not enter- 
tain a thouſand Fears, if I but ſtay a Moment beyond 
my appointed Hour ; eſpecially when Philander, 
who is not able to ſupport the Thought that any 
Thing ſhould afflict his lovely Baby, takes Care from 
Hour to Hour to ſatisfy her tender doubting Heart. 
My Deareſt, ' I am gone into the City to my Ad- 
vocate's, my Trial with Monſieur the Count, your 
Father, coming on to Morrow, and it will be at 
Jeaſt two tedious Hours ere I can bring my Ador- 


able Ren PHILANDER 
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J Was called on, my deareſt Child, at my Ad- 
| vocate's by Ceſario; there-is ſome great Buſineſs 
this Evening debated in the Cabal, which is at 
Monſieur in the City; Ceſario tells me there is a 
very diligent Search made by Monſieur the Count, 
your Father, for my Sylvia; I die if you are taken, 
Teſt the Fright ſhould hurt thee ; if poſſible, I would 
have thee remove this Evening from thoſe Lodgings, 
leſt the People, who are of the Royal Party, ſhould 
be induced thro' Malice or Gain to diſcover thee ; 
I date not come myſelf to wait on thee, leſt my 
being ſeen ſhould betray thee, but I have ſent 
Brilliard (whoſe Zeal for thee ſhall be rewarded}: 
to conduct thee to a little Houſe in the Fauxburgh 
St. Germains, where lives a pretty Woman, and 
Miſtreſs to Chevalier Tomaſo, called Belinda, a Wo- 
man of Wit, and difcreet enough to underſtand 
what ought to be paid to a Maid of the Quality and 
Character of $y/v:s ; ſhe already knows the Stories 
of our Loves; thither I']l come to thee, and bring 
Ceſario to Supper, as ſoon as the Cabal breaks up. 
Oh, my Sylvia, I ſhall one Day recompenſe all thy 
Goodneſs, all thy Bravery, thy Love and thy Suf- 
fering for thy eternal Lover and Slave, * - 
| | „ X. 


4% P H ILAN DER. 
88 hafty I was to obey Philander's Commands, 
that by the unwearied Care and Induſtry of the 
faithful Brilliard, I went before three o'Clock diſ- 
guiſed away to the Place whither you ordered us, 
and was well received by the very pretty young 
Woman cf the Houſe, who has Senſe and Breed- 
ing as well as Beauty: But oh, — 
. c | wont 


— 


my Fault is only Love, and that ſure I ſhould 
boaſt, as the moſt divine Paſſion of the Soul; no, 
no, Philander, it is not my Love's the Criminal, 


no, not the placing it on Philander the Crime, 


but it is thy moic unhappy Circumſtancee, thy being 
married, and that was no Crime to Heaven till 


Man made Laws, and can Laws reach to Dam- 


nation ? If fo, curfe on the fatal Hour that thou 
_ wert married, curſe on the Prieſt that joined ye, 
and curſt be all that did contribute to the undoing 
Ceremony except Philanders Tongue, that 
anſwered Yes—Oh, Heavens! Was there but one 
dear Man of all your whole Creation that could 
charm the Soul of Sy/via And could ye—oh, ye 


wiſe all-ſeeing Powers that knew my Soul, could 


ye give him away? How had my Innocence offend- 


ed ye? Our Hearts you did create for mutual 


Love, How came the dire Miſtake ? Another would. 
have pleaſed the indifferent Myrtilla's Soul as well, 
but mine was fitted for no other Man; only Phi- 
lander, the adored Philander, with that dear Forks, 
that Shape, that charming Face, that Hair, thoſe 


lovely ſpeaking Eyes, that wounding Softneſs in 


his tender Voice, had Power to conquer Sylvia ; 
And can this be a Sin? Oh, Heavens, can it? Muff 
Laws, which Man contrived for mere Convend- 
encv, have Power to alter the divine Decrees at 
our Creation ?—Perhaps they argue to Morrow at 
the Bar, that Myrtilla was ordained by Heaven for 
Philander ; no, no, he miſtook the Siſter, it was 
pretty near he came, but by a fatal Error was mi- 


ſtaken; his haſty Youth made him too negligently - 


ſtop before his Time at the wrong Woman, he 
ſhould have gazed a little farther on—and then it 
had been Sylvia's Lot It is fine Divinity they 
teach, that cry Marriages are made in Heaven — 
Folly and Madneſs grown into grave Cuſtom ; 

Sn 55 ſhould 
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Flight pleaſes me not; alas, What have I done? 
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mould an unheedy Youth in Heat of Blood take 


up with the firſt convenient She that offers, though. 
he be an Heir to ſome grave Politician, great and 
rich, and She the Outcaſt of the common Stews, 


coupled in Height of Wine, and ſudden Luſt, 


which once allayed, and that the ſober Morning 
wakes him to ſee his Error, he quits with Shame 
the Jilt, and owns no more the Folly ; ſhall this 


be called a heavenly Conjunction ? Were I in 


Height of Youth, as now I am, forced by my Pa- 


rents, oblized by Intereſt and Honour, to marry. 


tne old, deformed, diſeaſed, decrepid Count An- 


- thonio, whoſe Perſon, Qualities and Principles I 


loath, and rather than ſuffer him to conſummate 


| his Nuptials, ſuppoſe I ſhould (as ſure I ſhould) 


kill myſelf, it were Blaſphemy to lay this fatal 
Marriage to Heaven's Charge--Curſe on your Non- 
ſenſe, ye impoſing Gownmen, curſe on your hol 

Cant; you may as well call Rapes and Murthers, 
Treaſon and Robhery, the Acts of Heaven ; be- 
cauſe Heaven ſuffers them to be committed. Is it 
Heaven's Pleaſure therefore, Heaven's Decree? A 
Trick, a wiſe Device of Prieſts, no more—— 


a mighty Comfort that, when all the Joys of Life 


axe loſt by it: Were it not nobler far that Honour 


kept him juſt, and that Good-nature made him 
reaſonable Proviſion ? Daily Experience proves to 
us, no Couple live with leſs Content, leſs Eaſe, 
than thoſe who cry Heaven joins? Who is it loves 
Jeſs than thoſe that marry ? And where Love is 
not, there is Hate and Loathing at beſt, Diſguſt, 
Diſquiet, Noiſe and Repentance: No, Philander, 
that's a heavenly Match when two Souls touched 


with equal Paſſion meet, (which is but rarely ſeen} 


— Whcn 


to 
make the nauſeated, tired-out Pair drag on the 
careful Buſineſs of Life, drudge for the dull - got 
Family with greater Satisfaction, becauſe they are 

taught to think Marriage was made in Heaven; 
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when willing Vows, with ſerious Confidera- 
tions, are weighed and made, when a true View is 
taken of the Soul, when no baſe Intereſt makes 
the haſty Bargain, when no Conveniency or De- 
ſign, or Drudge, or Slave, ſhall find it neceſſary, 
when equal Judgments meet that can eſteem; the 

Bleſſings they poſſeſs, and diſtinguiſh the Good of 
either's Love, and ſet a Value on each other's 
Merits, and where both underſtand to take and 
pay; who find the Beauty of each other's Minds, 
and rate them as they ought ; whom not a formal 

Ceremony binds, (with which I've nought to do, 
but dully give a cold conſenting Affirmative) but 
well conſidered Vows from ſoft inclining Hearts, 
uttered with Love, with Joy, with dear Delight, 
when Heaven is called to witneſs; ſhe is thy Wife, 
Philander he is my Huſband ; this is the Match, 
this Heaven deſigns and means; how then, on how 
came I to mils i Gilander Or he his 


SYLVIA. 


Since 75 writ- bis. which 1 deſigned not an Invec- 
tive againſi Marriage, when I began, but to inform 
thee of my being where you directed; but fince I write 
this, I. ſay, the Houſe where I am is broken open with + 
Warrants ani Offi:ers for me, but being all undreſſed 
and ill, the Officer has taken my Word for my Appear - 
ance to Morrow z it ſeems they ſaw me when I went 
from my Lodgings, and e me; 1 to me, for 
3 foall 12 =_ Counjel. . 


EDD DAS, 
M Y eternal Joy, my Affliction is inexpreſiibe 
| at the News you ſend me of your being ſur- 
prized ; I am not able to wait on thee yet----not 
being teten to leave the Cabal, I only borrow © 


this OY to tell thee the Senſe of my Advocate 
„ in 


- 
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in this Caſe; which was, if thou ſhould be taken, 
there was no Way, no Law to ſave thee from being 
raviſhed from my Arms, but that of marrying thee 
to ſome re Pere I can truſt; this we have 
often diſcourſed, and thou haſt often vowed thou'lt 
do any Thing rather than kill me with a Separa- 
tion; reſolve then, oh thou Charmer of my Soul, 
to do a Deed, that though the Name would fright 
thee, only can preſervè both thee and me; it is — 
and though it have no other Terror in it than the 
Name, I faint to ſpeak it to marry, Sylvia; yes, 
thou muſt marry; though thou art mine as faſt as 
Heaven can make us, yet thou muſt marry; I have 
pitched upon the Property, it. is Brilliard, him 1 
can only truſt in this Affair; it is but joining Hands 
no more, my Sylvia, —-Brilltard is a Gentleman, 
though a Cadet, and may be ſuppoſed to pretend to 
fo great a Happineſs, and whole only Crime is 
Want of Fortune ; he is handſome too, well made, 
well bred, and ſo much real Eſteem he has for 
me, and I have fo ebliged him, that I am confident 
he will pretend no farther than to the Honour of 
owning thee in Court; I'll time him from it, nay, 
he dares not do it, I will truſt him with my Life-- 
but oh, Sy/via is more—think of it, and this Night 
we will perform it, there being no other Way to 


keep Sylvia eternally F 
. PHILANDER's. 
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8 
N W, my adorable Sylvia, you have truly need 
of all that heroick Bravery of Mind I ever 
thought thee Miſtreſs of; for Sylvia, coming from 
thee this Morning, and riding full Speed for Paris, 
I was met, ſtopt, and ſeized for High- Treaſon by 
the King's Meſſengers, and poſſibly may fall a _-_ 
| cr 
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crifice to the Anger of an incenſed Monarch. My 
Sylvia, bear this laft Shock of Fate with a Courage 
worthy thy great and glorous Soul; tis but a lit- 
tle Separation, Sy/via, and we ſhall one Day meet 
again; by Heaven, | find no other Sting inDeath but 
parting with my Sylvia, and every Parting would 
have been the ſame ; I might have died by thy Diſ- 
dain, thou might have grown weary of thy Phi. 
ander, have loved another, and have broke thy 
Vows, and tortured me to Death theſe crueller 
Ways: But Fate is kinder to me, and I go bleſt 
with my Sylvia's Love, tor which Heaven may 
do much, for her dear Sake, to recompenſe her 
Faith, a Maid ſo innocent and true to ſacred 
Love; expect the beſt, my lovely Dear, the worſt 
has this Comfort in it, that I ſhall die my charming. 


Syluia's x ie : 
\ PHILANDER.. 


8 < „ 


7 PHILAN D E R. 
| 12 only ſay, thou dear Supporter of my Soul, 
that if Philander dies, he ſhall got go to Heaven 


without his Sy/via—-by Heaven and Earth I ſwear 
it, I cannot live without thee, nor ſhalt thou die 


without thy mr 
| SYLVIA. 
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EE, fee my adorable Angel, what Care the 
Powers above take of Divine Innocence, true 
Love and Beauty; oh, fee what they have done for 

their darling Sia; could they do lels ? 
Know, my dear Maid, that after being examined 
before the King, I was ſound guilty enough to be 
| com- 


* 


, ii 
committed to the Baftile, (from whence, if I had 
gone, I had never returned, but to my Death; 
but the Meſſenger, into whoſe Hands I was com- 
mitted, refuſing other Guards, being alone with 
me in my own Coach, I reſolved to kill, if I could 
no other Way oblige him to favour my Eſcape; I 
tried with Gold before I ſhewed my 8 and 
that prevailed, a Way leſs criminal, and I have 
taken Sanctuary in a ſmall Cottage near the Sea- 
ſhore, where I wait for Sylvia; and tho* my Life 
depend upon my Flight, nay, more, the Life of 
' Sylvia, I cannot go without her; dreſs yourſelf 
then, my deareſt, in your Boy's Cloaths, and haſte 
_ with Brilliard, whither this Seaman will conduct 
| thee, whom 1 have hired to ſet us on ſome Shore 
of Safety; bring v.1at News you can learn of 
Ceſario; I would net have him die poorly after all 
his mighty Hopes, nor be conducted to a Scaffold 
with Shouts of Joys, by that uncertain Beaſt the 
Rabble, who uſed to ſtop his Chariot-wheels with 
fickle Adorations whenever he looked Abroad — 
by Heaven, I pity him ; but Sylv:a's Preſence will 
| chaſe away all Thoughts, but thoſe of Love, 
from | | > . 
| . PHILAND ER. 
I need not bid e | 
ibee haſte. 


9 
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The End of the firſt Part. 
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? T the End of the firſt Part of theſe 
Letters, we left Philander impatient- 
ly waiting on the Sea- Shore for the 
Approach of the lovely Sylvia; who 
F accordingly came to him dreſſed like 
_ kh a a Youth, to ſecure herſelf from a 
Diſcovery. They ſtaid not long to careſs each 
other, but he taking the welcome Maid in his 
Arms, with a tranſported. Joy bore her to a ſmall 
Veſſel, that lay ready near the Beach ; where, with 
only Bri/liard and two Men Servants, they put to 
dea, and paſt into Holland, landing at the neareſt 
Port; where, after having refreſned themſelves for 
h c two. 


— 
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two or thiee Days, they paſſed. forwards towards 
the Brill, Sylvia ſtill remaining under that amiable 
Diſguiſe: But in their Paſſage from Town to 
Town, which is ſometimes by Coach, and other 
Times by Boat, they chanced one Day to encounter 
a young Hollander of a more than ordinary Gal- 
lantry for that Country, ſo degenerate from good 
Manners, and almoſt common Civility, and ſo 
far ſhort of all the good Qualities that made them- 
ſelves appear in: this young Nobleman. - He was 
very handſome, well made, well dreſſed, and very 
well attended; and whom we will call Octavio, 
and who, young as he was, was one of the States 

of Holland; he ſpoke admirable good French, and 
had a Vivacity and Quickneſs of Wit unuſual 
with the Natives of that Part of the World, and 
almoſt above all the Reſt of his Sex : Philander 
and Sylvia having already agreed for the Cabin 
of the Veſſel that was to carry them tothe next 
Stage, Octavio came too late to have any Place 
there but amongſt the common Croud; which the 
Maſter of the Veſſel, who knew him, was much 
troubled at, and addreſſed himſelf as civilly as he 
could to Philander, to beg Permiſſion for one 
Stranger of Quality to diſpoſe of himſelf in the 
Cabin for that Day: Philander being well enough 
pleaſed, ſo to make an Acquaintance with ſome of 
Power of that Country, readily conſented; and 
Octavio entered with an Addreſs ſo graceful] and 
_ obliging, that at firſt Sight he inclined Philander's 
Heart to a Friendſhip with him; and on the other 
Side the lovely Perſon of Philander, the Quality 
that appeared in his Face and Mein, obliged Ocla- 
vio to become no leſs his Admirer. But when 
he ſaluted Sylvia, who appeared to him a Youth 
of Quality, he was extremely charmed with her 
pretty Gaiety, and an unuſual Air and Life in 
her Addreſs and Motion ; he felt a ſecret 10 5 
| FOE, e "1eaiure 


Pleaſure play about his Soul, he knew not why, 
and was almoſt angry, that he felt ſuch an Emo- 
tion for a Youth, tho' the molt lovely that he ever 
ſaw. After the firſt Compliments, they fell into 
Diſcourſe of a thouſand indifferent Things, and if 
he were pleaſed at firſt Sight with the two Lovers, 
| he was wholly charmed by their Converſation, 
eſpecially that of the amiable Youth ; who well 
enough pleaſed with the young Stranger, or elſe 
hitherto having met nothing ſo accompliſhed in her 
ſhort Travels; and indeed deſpairing to meet any 
ſuch ; ſhe put on all her Gatety and Charms of 
Wit, and made as abſolute a Come as it was 
poffible for her ſuppoſed Sex to do over a Man, 
who was a great Admirer of the other; and ſurely 
the lovely Maid never appeared ſo charming and 
defirable as that Day; they dined together in the 
Cabin; and after Dinner repoſed on ſittle Mattreſ- 
ſes by each other's Side, where every Motion, every 
Limb, as careleſly ſhe lay, diſcovered a thouſand 
Graces, and more and more enflamed the now be- 
ginning Lover ; ſhe could not move, nor ſmile, 
nor ſpeak, nor order any Charm about her, but 
had ſome peculiar Grace that begun to make him 
uneaſy; and from a thouſand little Modeſties, 
doth in her Bluſhes and Motions, he had a.ſecret 
Hope ſhe was not what- ſhe ſeemed, but of that 
Sex whereof ſhe diſcovered ſo many Softneſſes and 
Beauties; tho' to what Advantage that Hope would 
amount to his Repoſe, was yet a Diſquiet he had 
not conſidered nor felt: Nor could he by any 
Fondneſs between them, or Indiſcretion of Love, 
conceive how the lovely Strangers were allied; 
he only hoped, and had no Thoughts of Fear, or 
any Thing that could check his new beginning 
Flame. While thus they paſſed the Afternoon, 
they aſked a thouſand Queſtions, of Lovers, of 
the Country and Manners, and their W 
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vice of a Man in Power, and who could make 


an Intereſt in thoſe that had more than himſelf; 
much he proteſted, much he offered, and yet no 


more than he deſigned to makę good on all Occa- 


ſions, which they received with an Acknowledg- 
ment that plainly diſcovered a Generoſity and Qua- 
lity above the common Rate of Men; ſo that 


e in each other Occaſions for Love and 


Friendſhip, they mutually profeſſed it, and nobly 
entertained it. Octavis told his Name and Qua- 


lity, left nothing unſaid that might confirm the 
Lovets of his 8 

dence in Ph:/ander, who in Return told him ſo 
much of His Circumſtances, as ſufficed to let him 
know he was a Perſon ſo unfortunate to have oc- 


incerity. This begot a Confi- 


caſioned the Diſpleaſure of his King againſt him, 
and that he could not continue with any Repoſe 
in that Kingdom, whoſe Monarch thought him 


no longer fit for thoſe Honours he had before re- 


ceived: Octavio renewed his Proteſtations of ſerving 
him with his Intereſt and Fortune, which the other 
receiving with all the gallant Modeſty of an un- 
fortunate Man, they came aſhore, where Oclavio's 
Coaches and Equipage waiting his coming to con- 
duct him to his Houſe, he offered his new Friends 


- f the beſt of them to carry them to their Lodging, 
which he. had often preſſed. might be his own 


Palace ; but that being refuſed as too great an Ho- 


nour, he would himſelf ſee them placed in ſome 


one, which he thought might be moſt ſuitable to 


their Quality; they excuſed” the Trouble, but he 


preſſed too eagerly to be denied, and he conducted 


them to a Merchant's Houſe not far from his ww 
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ſo Love had contrived for the better Management 
of this new Affair of his Heart, which he reſolved 
to purſue, be the fair Object of what Sex ſoever: 
But after having well enough recommended them 
to the Care of the Merchant, he thought it Juſtice 
to leave them to their Reſt, tho' with Abundance of 


Reluctancy; ſo took his Leave of both the lovely 


Strangers, and went to his own Home. And af- 
ter a haſty Supper got himſelf up to Bed : Not to 
ſleep ; for now he had other Buſineſs: Love took 
him now to Taſk, and aſked his Heart a thouſand 
Queſtions. Then it was he found the Idea of that 
fair Unknown had abſolute Poſſeſſion there: Nor 
was he at all diſpleaſed to find he was a Cap- 
tive; his Youth and Quality promiſe his Hopes 
a thouſand Advantages above all other Men: But 
when he reflected on the Beauty of Philander, 
on his, charming Youth and Converſation, and 
every Grace that adorns a Conqueror, he grew + 
inflamed, diſordered, reſtleſs, angry, and out of 
Love with his own Attractions; conſidered every 
Beauty of his own Perſon, and found them, or at 
leaſt thought them infinitely ſhort of thoſe of his 
now fancied Rival; yet it was a Rival that he 
could not hate, nor did his Paſſion abate one 
Thought of his Friendſhip for Philander, but 
rather more encreaſed it, inſomuch that he once 
jeſolved it ſhould ſurmount his Love if poſſible, at 


leaſt he left it on the Upper: hand, till Time ſhould | 


make a better Diſcovery. When tired with Thought 
we'll ſuppoſe him aſleep, and fee how our Lovers 
fared ; who being lodged all on one Stair-Caſe _ 
(that is, Philander, Sylvia, and Briliiard) it was 
not hard for the Lover to ſteal into the longing 
Arms of the expecting Sylvia; no Fatigues of 
tedious Journies, and little Voyages, had abated 
her Fondneſs, or his Vigour ; the Night was like 
lac firſt, all Joy! All Tranſport ! Briiliard lay ſa 
b 1 near 
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- 4 Love-Letters. Part II. 
near as to be a Witneſs to all their Sighs of Love, and 
little ſoft Murmurs, who now began from a Ser- 
vant to be permitted as an humble Companion; 
ſince he had had the Honour of being married to 
Sylvia, though yet he durſt not lift his Eyes or 
Thoughts that Way; yet it might be perceiyed 
he was melancholy and ſullen whenever he ſaw 
their Dalliances; nor could he know the Joys his 
Lord nightly ſtole, without an Impatience, which, 
if but minded or known, perhaps had coſt him his 
Life. He began, from the Thoughts ſhe was his 
Wife, to fancy fine Enjoyment, to fancy Autho- 
rity which he durſt not aſſume, and often wiſhed 
his Lord would grow cold, as poſſeſſing Lovers 
do, that then he might advance his Hope, when 
he ſhould even abandon or flight her : He could 
not ſee her kiſſed without bluſning with Reſent- 
ment; but if he has aſſiſted to undreſs him for 
her Bed, he was ready to die with Anger, 
and would grow Sick, and leave. the Office to 
himſelf: He could not ſee her naked Charms, 
her Arms ſtretched out to receive a Lover, 
with impatient Joy, without Madneſs ; to ſee her 
claſp him faſt, when he threw himſelf into her 
ſoft, white Boſom, and ſmother him with Kiſſes : 
No, he could not bear it now, and almoſt loſt 
his Reſpet when he beheld it, and grew ſaucy 
unperceived. And it was in vain that he looked 
back upon the Reward he had to ſtand for that 
neceſſary Cypher a Huſband. In vain he conſidered 
the Reaſons why, and the Occaſion wherefore; 
he now ſeeks Precedents of uſurped Dominion, 
and thinks ſhe is his Wife, and has forgot that 
he is her Creature, and Philander's Vaſſal. Theſe 
Thoughts diſturbed him all the Night, and a certain 
Jealouſy, or rather Curioſity to liſten to every 
Motion of the Lovers, while they were employed 
Next 


after a different Manner. 


. | 
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Next Day it was debated what was beſt to be 
done, as to their Conduct in that Place; or whether 
Sylvia ſhould yet own her Sex or not; but ſhe, 
pleaſed with the Cavalier in herſelf, begged ſhe 
might live under that Diſguiſe, which indeed gave 
her a thouſand Charms to thoſe which Nature had 
already beſtowed on her Sex; and Philander was 
well enough pleaſed ſhe ſhould continue in that 
agreeable Dreſs, which did not only add to her 
Beauty, but gave her a thouſand little Privileges, 
which otherwiſe would have been denied to Wo- 
men, though in a Country of much Freedom. 
Every Day the appeared in the Tour, ſhe failed not 
to make a Conqueſt on ſome unguarded Heart 
of the Fair Sex: Nor was it long ere ſhe received 
Billet- Doux from many of the moſt accomplifhed' 
who could ſpeak and write French. This gave 
them a Pleaſure inſthe Midſt of her unlucky Exile, 
and ſhe failed not to boaſt her Conqueſts to Ocia- 
219, who every Day gave all his Hours to Love, 

under the Diſguiſe of Friendſhip, and every Day 
received new Wounds, both from her Converſa- 
tion and Beauty, and every Day confirmed him 
more in his firſt Belief, that ſhe was a Woman; 
and that confirmed his Love. But ſtill he took 
care to hide his Paſſion with a Gallantry, that was 
natural to him, and to very few beſides; and he 
managed his Eyes, which were always full of 
Love, ſo equally to both, that when he was ſoft 
and fond it appeared more his natural Humour, 
than from any particular Cauſe. And that you may 
believe that all the Arts of Gallantry, and Graces 
of good Management were more peculiarly his 
than another's, his Race was illuſtrious, being 
deſcended from that of the Princes of Orange, and 
great Birth will ſhine through, and ſhew itſelf in 
dpight of Education and Obſcurity : But Ofavis' 
had all "thoſe Additions that render .a Man truly 

f.... great 
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great and brave; and this is the Character of him 
that was next undone by our unfortunate and fa- 
tal Beauty. At this Rate for ſome Time they lived 


thus diſguiſed under feigned Names, Octavio omit- 


ting nothing that might oblige them in the higheſt 


Degree, and hardly any Thing was talked-of but 


the new and beautiful Strangers, whoſe. Conqueſts 
in all Places over. the Ladies are well worthy, both 
for their Rarity and Comedy, to be related entire- 


ly by themſelves in a Novel. Octavio ſaw every 
Day with Abundance of Pleaſure the little Re- 
venges of Love, on thoſe Womens Hearts who had 
made before little Conqueſts over him, and ſtrove 


by all the gay Preſents he made a young Fillmond 
(for ſo they called Sylvia,) to make him appear 
unreſiſtible to the Ladies; and while Sylvia gave 
them new Wounds, Octavio failed not to receive 
them too among the Croud, till at laſt he became 
a confirmed Slave, to the lovely Unknown; and 
that which was yet more ſtrange, ſhe captivated 
the Men no leſs than the Women, who often 
gave her Serenadcs under her Window, with Songs 
fitted to the Courtſhip of a Boy, all which added 
to their Diverſion : Put Fortune had ſmiled long 


enough, and now grew weary of obliging, ſhe was 


reſolved to undeceive both Sexes, and let them ſee 
the Errors of their Love; for Sylvia fell into a 
Fever ſo violent, that Philander no longer hoped 
for her Recovery, infomuch that ſhe was obliged 
to own her Sex, and take Women Servants out of 
Decency. This made the firſt Difcovery of who 
and what they were, and for which every Body lan- 
guiſhed under a ſecret Grief. But Ofavis, who 
now was not only confirmed ſhe was a Woman, 
but that ſhe was neither Wife to Philander, nor 
could in almoſt all Poſſibility ever be ſo; that 
ſhe was his Miſtreſs, gave him Hope that ſhe 
might one Day as well be conquered by him * 
| S | ? 
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he found her Youth, her Beauty, and her Quality, 


merited all his Pains of laviſh Courtſhip. And now 


there remains no more than the Fear of her dying 
to oblige him immediately to a Diſcovery of his 
Paſſion, too violent now by his new Hope to be lon- 

er concealed, but Decency forbids he ſhould now 


purſue the dear Deſign ; he waited and made Vows 


for her Recovery; viſited her, and found Philan- 


der the moſt. deplorable Object that Deſpair and 


Love could render him, who lay eternally weep- 
ing on her Bed, and no Counſel or Perſuafion 
could remove him thence ; but if by Chance they 
made him ſenſible it was for her Repoſe, he would 
depart to eaſe his Mind by new Torments, he 
would rave and tear his delicate Hair, ſigh and 
weep-upon-O&avis's Boſom, and a thouſand Times 


begin to unfold the Story, already known to the 
generous Rival; Deſpair, and Hopes of Pity from 


him, made him utter all: And one Day, when 
by the Advice of the Phyſician he was forced to 
quit the Chamber to give her Reſt, he carried 
Octavio to his own, and told him from the Begin- 


ning, all the Story of his Love with the charm- ; 


ing Sylvia, and with it all the Story of his Fate: 


Octavis ſighing (though glad of the Opportunity). 


told him his Affairs were already but too well 
known, and that he feared his Safety from that 
Diſcovery, ſince the States had obliged themſelves 
to harbour no declared Enemy to the French 
King. At this News our young Unfortunate 
ſhewed a Reſentment that was ſo moving, that 
even Odlavio, who felt a ſecret Joy at the Thoughts 
of his Departure, could no longer refrain from 
Pity and Tenderneſs, every te Uf 
leis unhappy, and never to part from Sylvia': But 


Love ſoon grew again triumphant in his Heart, 
and all he could fay was, that he would afford 


him the Aids of all his Power in this Encounter; 


1 


iſh that he were 
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which, with the Acknowledgments of a Lover, 
whoſe Life depended on it, he received, and part- 
ed with him, who went to learn what was de- 
creed in Council concerning him. While Philan- 

der returned to Sylvia, the moſt dejected Lover 
that ever Fate produced, when he had not ſighed 
away above an Hour, but received a Billet by 
Octavio s Page from his Lord; he went to his 
own Apartment to read it, fearing it might con- 
tain ſomething too ſad for him to be able to hold 
his Temper at the reading of, and which would 
infallibly have diſturbed the Repoſe of Sylvia, who 

. ſhared in every cruel Thought of Philander's ; 
When he was alone he opened it, and read this. 


1 


OcTaviot PHILANDER, 


A 

1 Had rather die than be the ungrateful Meſſenger 

; of News, which I am ſenſible will prove too 
fatal to you, and which will be beſt expreſſed in 
feweſt Words: It is decreed that you muſt retire 
frem the United Provinces in four and twenty 
Hours, if you will ſave a Life that is dear to me 
and Sylvia, there being no other Security againſt 
Four being rendered up to the King of France, 
Support it well, and hope all Things from the 


From the Council, Wedneſday, ©; 


_ * Philander having finiſhed the reading of this, re- 
mained a while wholly without Life or Motion, 
when coming to himſelf, he ſighed and cried, — 
 Why——farewel trifling Life. of the two Ex- 
tremes one muff be choſen, rather than Jll abanan 


Sylvia, TI Hay and be delivered up a Vittim to in- 
£-Þ% ET, ; VVV cenſed 


"he 
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cenſed France It is but a Life——at beſt I never 
valued thee —— and now I ſcorn to preſerve thee at 
the Price of Sylvia's Tears Then taking a haſty 
Turn or two about his Chamber, he pauſing cried, 
t by my Stay 1 ruin both Sylvia and myſelf, 
her Life depends on mine; and it is impaſſible her r 
can be FREE when mine is in Danger: By re- 
tiring I hall ſbortiy again be bleſſed with her Sight 
in à more ſafe Security, by flaying I reſign myſelf 
poorly to be made a publick Scorn to France, and. 
the cruel Murderer of Sylvia. Now, it was after an 
hundred Turns and Pauſes, intermixed with Sighs 
and Ravings, that he reſolved for both their Safe- 

ties to retire; and having a while longer debated 
within himſelf how, and where, and a little Time 
ruminated on his hard purſuing Fate, grown to 

a Calm of Grief, (leſs eaſy to be borne than Rage) 

he haſtes to Sylvia, whom he found ſomething 
more chearful than before, but dares not acquaint - 
her with the Commands he had to depart—But 
ſilently he views her, while Tears of Love and 
Grief glide unperceivably from his fine Eyes, his 
Soul grows tenderer at every Look, and Pity and 
Compaſſion joining to his Love and his Deſpair, 
ſet him on the Wreck of Life ; and now believing 

it leſs Pain to die than to leave Sylvia, reſolves ta 
diſobey, and dare the worſt that ſhall befal him; 

he had ſome glimmering Hope, as Lovers have, 
that ſome kind Chance will prevent his going, or 
being delivered up; he truſts much to the Friend- 
ſhip of Octaula, whoſe Power joined with that of 

| his Uncle, (who was one of the States alſo, and 

whom he had an Aſcendant over, as his Nephew 


* 


; and his Heir) might ſerve him; he therefore ven- 
tures to move him to Compaſſion by this following 
Leite. 8 
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5 Know, my Lord, that the Exerciſe of Virtue 
1 and Juſtice is ſo innate to your Soul, and fixed 
Ki to the very Principle of a generous Common- 
1 wealths Man, that where thoſe are in Competition, 
3 it is neither Birth, Wealth, or glorious Merit, that 
1 can render the Unfortunate condemned by you, 
1 worthy of your Pity or Pardon: Vour very Sons 
BM and Fathers fall before your Juſtice, and it is 
it Crime enough to offend (tho' innocently) the leaſt 
4 of your wholeſome Laws, to fall under the Extre- 


mity of their Rigour. I am not ignorant neither 
how flouriſhing this neceſſary Tyranny, this law- 
ful Oppreſſion renders your State; how ſafe and 
glorious, how ſecure from Enemies at Home, 
_ - (thoſe. worlt of Foes) and how feared by thoſe 
abroad: Purſue then, Sir, your juſtifiable Method, 
and ſtill be high and mighty, retain your ancient 
Roman Virtue, and ſtil] be great as Rome herſelf 
in her Height of glorious Commonwealths ; rule 
Vi} your ſtubborn: Natives by her excellent Examples, 
and let the Height of your Ambition be only to be 
. as ſeverely Juſt, as rigidly Good as you pleaſe; but 
EE like her too, be pitiful to Strangers, and diſpenſe 
a noble Charity to the Diſtreſſed, compaſſionate a 
poor. wandering young Man, who flies to you for 
Refuge, loſt to his native Home, loſt to his Fame, 
his Fortune, and his Friends; and has orlly left 
| bim the Knowledge of his Innocence to ſupport 
C | dim from falling on his own Sword, to end an 
'F unfortunate Life, purſued every where, and ſafe 
no where; a Life whoſe only Refuge is O&aviz's 
Goodneſs ; nor is it barely to preſerve this Lite 
that I have Recourſe to that only as my Sanctuary, 
and like an humble Slave implore your Pity : Ob, 
2 | : Oda, 
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Octavio, pity my Vouth, and intercede for my oy 


yet a little longer: Yourſelf makes one of the illuſ- 


trious Number of the grave, the wiſe and mighty 
Council, your Uncle and Relations make up another 
conſiderable Part of it, and you are too dear to all, to 
find a Refuſal of your juſt and compaſſionate Ap- 
plication, Oh ! What Fault have I committed 
againſt you, that I ſhould not find a Safety here; 


as well as thoſe charged with the ſame Crime 


with me, though of leſs Quality ? Many I have en- 
countered here of our unlucky Party, who find a 


2 you: Is my Birth a Crime? Or does 
the 5 
broken any of your Laws, committed any Out- 


reatneſs of that augment my Guilt? Have I 


rage ? Do they ſuſpect me for a Spy to France? 
Or do I hold any Correſpondence with that un- 
grateful Nation ? Does my Religion, Principle, 


or Opinion differ- from yours? Can I deſign the 


Subverſion of your glorious State? Can | plot, 
cabal, or mutiniy alone? Oh charge me with ſome 
Offence, or yourſelves of Injuſtice. Say, why 
am I denied my Length of Earth amongſt you, 
if [ die? Or why to breathe the open Air, if I live 

ſince T ſhall neither oppreſs the one, nor infect 
the other ? But on the Contrary am ready with-my 
Sword, my Youth and Blood to ſerve you, and 

bring my little Aids on all Occaſions to yours: 
And ſhould be- proud of the Glory to die for you 
in Battle, who would deliver me up a Sacrifice to 
France. Oh! Where, Oclavio, is the Glory or Vir- 
tue of this Punctilio? For it is no other: There 
are no Laws that bind you to it, no obligatory . 
Article of Nations, but an unneceffary Compli- 
ment made a Nemine contradicente of your Se- 
nate, that argues Nothing but ill Nature, and can- 
not redound to any one's Advantage; an ill Na- 
ture that's levelled at me alone; for many I found 
here, and many ſhall leave under the ſame Cir- 
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cumſtances with me ; it is only me whom you have 
marked out the Victim to atone for all: Well 
then, my Lord, if nothing can move. you to a 
Safety for this Unfortunate, .at leaſt be ſo mer- 
ciful to ſuſpend your Cruelty a little, yet a little, 
and poffibly I ſhall render you the Body of Ph:- 
lander, though dead, to ſend into France, as the 
Trophy of your Fidelity to that Crown: Oh yet 
a little ſtay your cruel Sentence, till my lovely 
Siſter, who purſued my hard Fortunes, declare 


my Fate by her Life or Death: Oh, my Lord, 


if ever the ſoft Paſſion of Love have touched your 
Soul, if you have felt the unreſiſtible Force of 
young Charms about your Heart, if ever you have 
known a Pain and Pleaſure from fair Eyes, or the 
tranſporting Joys of Beauty, pity a Youth undone 
by Love and Ambition, thoſe powerful Conque- 
rors of the Young——Pity, oh pity a Youth that 
dies, and will ere long no more complain upon 
your Rigours. Yes, my Lord, he dies without 
the Force of a terrifying Sentence, without the grim 
Reproaches of an angry Judge, without the ſoon 
conſulted Arbitrary—-Guilty of a ſevere and haſty 
Jury, without the Ceremony of the Scaffold, Ax, 
and Hangman, and the Clamours of inconſidering 
Crouds ; all which melancholy Ceremonies render 
Death ſo terrible, which elſe would fall like gentle 
Slumbers upon the Eye-Lids, and which in Field 
I would encounter with that Joy I would the ſa- 
_ cred T hing I love ! But oh, I fear my Fate is in the 
lovely Sylvia, and in her dying Eves you may 
read it, in her languiſhing Face you will ſee how 
near it is approached, Ah, will you not ſuffer me 
to attend it there ? By her dear ide I ſhall fall as 
_ calmly as Flowers from their Stalks, without Re- 
gret or Pain: Will you, by forcing me to die from 
her, run me to a Madneſs? To wild DiftraRion ! 
Oh think it ſufficient that J die here before halt 
TEL . my 
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my Race of Youth be run, before the Light be half 
burnt out, that might have conducted me to a 
World of Glory ! Alas, ſhe dies the lovely Sylvia 
dies; ſhe is ſighing out a Soul to which mine is ſo 
intirely fixed, that they muſt go upward together; 
es, yes, ſhe breathes it ſick into my Boſom, and 
Lindi gives mine its Diſeaſe of Death: Let us at 
leaſt then die in Silence quietly; and if it pleaſe 
Heaven to reſtore the languiſhed Charmer, I will 
reſign myſelf up to all your rigorous Honour; 
only let me bear my Treafure with me, while we 
wander over the World to ſeek us out a Safety in 
ſome Part of it, where Pity and Compaſſion is no 
Crime, where Men have tender Hearts, and have 
heard of the God of Love; where Politicks are not 
all the Buſineſs of the Powerful, but where Civi- 
lity and good Nature reign, „ 
Perhaps, my Lord, you will wonder I plead no 
weightier Argument for my Stay than Love, or 
the Griefs and Tears of a languiſhing Maid: But, 
oh ! They are ſuch Tears as every Drop would 
ranſom Lives, and nothing that proceeds from her 
charming Eyes can be valued at a leſs Rate! In 
Pity to her, to me, and your amorous Youths, let 
me bear her hence: For ſhould: ſhe look abroad 
as her own Sex, ſhould ſhe appear in her natural 
and proper der alas they were undone. Re- 
proach not (my Lord) the Weakneſs of this Con- 
feſſion, and which I make with more Glory than 
could I boaſt myſelf Lord of all the Univerſe : 
If it appear a Fault to the more Grave and Wiſe, 
I hope my Youth will plead ſomething for my 
Excuſe. Oh ſay, at leaſt, it was pity that Love 
pad the Aſcendant over Philander's Soul, fay 
It was his Deſtiny, but ſay withal, that it put no 
Stop to his Advance to Glory; rather it ſet an 
Edge upon his Sword, and gave Wings to his 
Ambition! — Yes, try me in your Councils, 
1 G 4 pie 
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prove me in your Camps, place me in any Hazard-- 
but give me Love |. And leave me to wait the Life 
or Death of Sy/via, and then diſpoſe as you pleaſe, 
my Lord, of your unfortunate ; | 
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OcTaAvio tf PRILAN DER. 
Am much concerned, that a Requeſt ſo reaſon- 
able as you have made, will be of fo little 
Force with theſe arbitrary Tyrants of State; and 
tho* you have addreſled and appealed to me as one 
of that grave and rigid Number, (tho' without one 
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have fo ſmall and ſingle a Portion of their Power, 


$i Grain of their Formalities, and I hope Age, which 
= renders us leſs gallant, and more envious of the Joys 
and Liberties of Youth, will never reduce me to 
Cit ſo dull and thoughtleſs a Member of State) yet I 


that I am aſhamed of my 2's wa of ſerving you 
in this great Affair. I bear the Honour and the 
Name, it is true, of glorious Sway; but I can boaſt 
but of the worft and moſt impotent Part of it, 
the Title only; but the buſy, abſolute, miſchievous 
Politician finds no Room in my Soul, my Hu- 
mour, or Conſtitution ; and plodding reſtleſs 
Power I have made ſo little the Buſineſs of my 
; gayer and more careleſs Youth, that I have even 
Þ; loſt my Right of Rule, my Share of Empire 
* amongſt them. That little ee (whoſe unre- 
4 carded Loſs I never bemoaned till it rendered me 
io uncapable of ſerving Philander) I have ſtretched 
to the utmoſt Bound for your Stay; inſomuch that 
I have received many Reproaches' from the wiſer 
| Coxcombs, have made my Youth's little Debauches 
Ap hinted on, and Judgments made of you (diſadyvan- 
| tageous) from my Friendſhip.to-you ; a F riendſhip, 
| 
| 


which, my Lord, at firſt Sight of you found a Being 
n 1 FO in 
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in my Soul, and which your Wit, your Goodneſs, 


our Greatneſs, and your Misfortunes have im 
proved to all the Degrees of it: Tho' I am infinite- 
ly unhappy that it proves of no Uſe to you here, 


and that the greateſt Teſtimony I can now render 
of it, is to warn you of your approaching Danger, 
and haſten your Departure, for there is no Safety 
in your Stay. I mo now heard. what was decreed 
againſt you in Council, which no Pleading, nor 
Eloquence of Friendſhip had Force enough to 
evade. Alas, I had but one ſingle Voice in the 


Number, which J ſullenly and fingly gave, and 
which unregarded paſt. Go then, my Lord, haſte 


to ſome Place where good Breeding and Humanity 


reigns: Go and preſerve Sylvia, in providing far 


your own Safety; and believe me, till ſhe be in 
2 Condition to purſue. your Fortunes, I will take 
| ſuch Care that nothing ſhall be wanting to her 
Recovery here, in order to her following after 
you, T am, alas, but. too ſenſible of all the Pains 
you muſt endure. by ſuch .a Separation ; for I am 
neither  inſenſible, nor uncapable of Love, or any 


of its violent Effects: Go then, my Lord, and 


preſerve the lovely Maid in your Flight, ſince 
your Stay and Danger will ſerve but to haſten 
on her Death : Go and be ſatisfied ſhe ſhall find 


a Protection ſuitable to her Sex, her Innocence, 


her Beauty, and her Quality ; and that wherever 
you fix your Stay, ſhe ſhall be reſigned to your 


Arms by, my Lord, your eternal Friend and hum- 
OTA. 


ble Ser vant, 


Les in this ſudden Remove you . ſhould want 


Money, I have ſent you ſeveral Bulls of Exchange 


to what Place ſaqguer you arrive, and what you 
want more (make no Scruple to uſe me as a Friend 
and) command. | | e 
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After this Letter finding no Hopes, but on the 
contrary a dire Neceſſity of departing, he told 
Brilhard his Misfortune, and aſked his Counſel 
in this Extremity of Affairs. Brilliard, (who of 
a Servant was become a Rival) you may believe, 
gave him ſuch Advice as might remove him from 
the Object he adored. But after a great deal of 
difſembled Trouble, the better to hide his Joy, he 

gave his Advice for his Going, with all the Argu- 

ments that appeared reaſonable enough to Philan- 
der; and at every Period urged, that his Life be- 
ing dear to Sylvia, and on which her's ſo imme- 
diately depended, he ought no longer to debate, 
but haſten bis Flight: To all which Counſel our 
amorous Hero, with a Soul ready to make its Way 
thro' his trembling Body, gave a fighing unwilling 

Aſſent. It was now no longer a Diſpute, but was 
concluded he muſt go; but how was the only 
Queſtion. How ſhould he take his Farewel ? 
How he ſhould bid adieu, and leave the dear Ob- 
ject of his Soul in an Eſtate ſo hazardous 1 He 
formed a thouſand ſad Ideas to torment himſelf 
with fancying he ſhould never fee her more, that 
he ſhould hear that ſhe was dead, though now ſhe 
appeared on this Side the Grave, and had all the 
Signs of a declining Diſeaſe. He fancied Abſence 

Þi might make her cold, and abate her Paſſion to 

BY him; that her powerful Beauty might attract Ado- 

14 rers, and ſhe being but a Woman, and no Part 
Angel but her Form, twas not expected. ſne ſhould 

Want her Sex's Frailties. Now he could conſider 

how he had: won her, how by Importunity and 
Opportunity ſhe had at laſt yielded xo him, and: 

therefore might to ſome new Gameſter, when he 
was not by to keep her Heart in continual Play 

Then it was that all the Deſpair of jealous Love, 

the Throbs and Piercing of a. violent Paſſion ſeized - 
bis timorous and tender Heart, he fancied her 2 

. 2 8 | ready 
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ready in ſome new Lover's Arms, and ran over 
all theſe ſoft Enjoyments he had with her; and 


fancied with tormenting Thought, that ſo another 8 


would poſſeſs her; till racked with Tortures, he 
almoſt fainted on the Repoſe on which he was ſet: 
But Brilliard rouſed and endeavoured to convince - 
him, told him he hoped his Fear was needleſs, and 
that he would take all the watchful Care imagi- 
nable of her Conduct, be a Spy upon her Virtue, 
and from Time to Time give him Notice of all 
that ſhould paſs ! Bid him conſider her Quality, 
and that ſhe was no common Miſtreſs whom Hire 
could lead aſtray; and that if from the Violence 
of her Paſſion, or her moſt ſevere Fate, ſhe' had 
yielded to the moſt charming of Men, he ought as 
little to imagine ſhe could be again a Lover, as 
that ſhe could find an Object of equal Beauty with 
that of Philander, In fine, he ſoothed and flattered 
him into ſo much Eaſe, that he reſolves to take 
his Leave for a Day or two, under Pretence of 
meeting and conſulting with ſome of the Rebel 
Party; and that he would return again to- her by 
that Time it might be imagined her Fever might 
de abated, and Sylvia in a Condition to receive 
the News of his being gone for a longer Lime, 
and to know all his Affairs. While Brilliard pre- 
pared all Things neceſſary for his Departure, Phi- 
lander went to Sylvia; from whom, having been ab- 
ſent two tedious Hours, ſhe caught him in her 
Arms with a Tranſport of Joy, reproached him 
with Want of Love, for being abfent ſo long: 
But {till the more ſhe ſpoke ſoft fighing Words 
of Love, the more his Soul was ſeized with Me- 
lancholy, his Sighs redoubled, and he could not 
refrain from letting fall ſome Tears upon her 
Boſom which Sylvia perceiving, with a Look. 


anda Trembling in her Voice, that ſpoke her Fears, | 


the cried, Oh Philander / Theſe are unuſual. Marks 
8 %%% ̃ ö. 
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of your Tenderneſs; ch tell me, tell me quickly 
what they mean. He anſwered with a Sigh, and 
ſhe went on—lt is ſo, I am undone, it is your loſt 
Vows, your broken Faith you weep ; yes, Phi- 
ander, you find the Flower of my Beauty faded, 

and what you loved before, you pity now, and 

| theſe be the Effects of it. Then ſighing, as if his 
Soul had been departing on her Neck, he cried, 
By Heaven, by all the Powers of Love, thou art 
the ſame dear Charmer that thou wert; then 
preſſing her Body to his Boſom, he fighed anew 
as if his Heart were breaking — I know (ſays ſhe) 
Philander, there is ſome hidden Cauſe that oo 
theſe Sighs their Way, and that dear Face a Pale- 
nels. Oh tell me all; for ſhe that could abandon 
all for thee, can dare the worſt of Fate : If thou 
muſt quit meh Philander, if it muſt be fo, I 
need not ſtay the lingering Death of a feeble Fe- 
ver; I know a Way more noble and more ſudden. 
Pleaſed at her Reſolution, which almoſt deſtroyed 
His Jealouſy and Fears, a thouſand Times he kiſſed 
her, mixing his grateful Words and Thanks with 
vighs ; and finding her fair Hands (which he put 
often to his Mouth) to encreaſe their Fires, and 
her Pulſe to be more high and quick, fearing to 
"relapſe her into her (abating) Fever, he forced a 
Smile, and told her, he had no Griefs, but what 
ſhe made him feel, no Torments but her Sickneſs, 
nor Sighs but for her Pain, and left nothing un- 
ſaid that might confirm her he was ſtill more and 
more her Slave; and concealing his Deſign in 
Favour of her Health, he ceaſed not vowing and 
proteſting, till he had ſettled her in all the Tran- 
quility of a recovering Beauty. And as ſince her 
firſt IIlneſs he had never departed from her Bed, 
ſo now this Night he ſtrove to appear in her Arms 
with all that uſual Gaiety of Love that her Con- 
dition would permit, or his Circumſtances could 
ES 1 | feign, 
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feign, and leaving ber aſleep at Day- break (with 
a Force upon his Soul that cannot be conceived 
but by parting Lovers) he ſtole from her Arms, 
and retiring to his Chamber, he ſoon got himſelf. 
ready for his Flight, and departed. We will leave 

Syluia's Ravings to be expreſſed by none but her- 
ſelf, and tell you that after about fourteen Days 
Abſence, Octavio received this Letter from Phi- 


— 


PHIL AN DER 7/0 OC TAT O. 


Bine ſafely arrived at Collen, and by a very 
D pretty and lucky Adventure lodged in the Houſe 
of the beſt Quality in the Town, I find myſelf 
much more at Eaſe than I thought it poſſible to 
be without Sylvia, from whom 1 am nevertheleſs 


impatient to hear; I hope Abſence appears not ſo _. 


great a Bugbear to her as it was imagined : For I 
know not what Effects it would have on me to 
hear her Griefs exceeded a few Sighs and Tears : 
_ thoſe my kind Abſence has taught me to allow 
and bear without much Pain, but ſhould her Love 
tranſport her to Extremes of Rage and Deſpair, I 
fear I ſhould quit my Safety here, and give her 
the laſt Proof of my Love and my Compaſſion, 
throw myſelf at her Feet, and expoſe my Life 
to preſerve her's. Honour would oblige me to it. 
I conjure you, my dear Ociauio, by all the Friend- 
ſhip you have vowed me, (and which 1 no longer 
coubt) let me ſpeedily know how ſhe bears my 
Abſence, for on that Knowledge depends a great 
deal of the Satisfaction of my Life; carry her this 
incloſed which Fhave writ her, and ſoften my fi- 
lent Departure, which poſſibly may appear rude 
and unkind, plead my Pardon, and give her the 
Story of my. Neceſſity of offending, which none 


can 


- 
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can ſo well relate as yourſelf; and from a Mouth 
fo eloquent to a Maid ſo full of Love, will ſoon 
reconcile me to her Heart. With her Letter I ſend 
you a Bill to pay her 2000 Patacons, which I have 
paid Vander Hanskin here, as his Letter will in- 
form you, as alſo thoſe Bills I received of you at 
my Departure, having been ſupplied by an Engliſb 

Merchant here, who gave me Credit. It will be 
an Age, till I hear from you, and receive the 


News of the Health of Sylvia, than which two 


Bleſſings nothing will be more welcome to, ge- 
nerous Oavio, your 


Colleen. 


© Dire& your Letters for me to jour Merchant 
bb C2, Oe ¼ 


 PHILANDER. 


„ * . 


 PHILANDER 7 SYLVIA. 


| ene is no-Way left to gain my Syluia's Par- 
don ſor leaving her, and leaving her in ſuch 
Circumſtances, but to tell her it waz to preſerve a 
Life which I believed entirely dear to her; but that 
unhappy Crime is too ſeverely puniſhed. by the Cru- 

- , elties of my. Abſence :. Believe me, lovely Sylvia, 
have felt all your Pains, I have burnt with your 
Fever, and ſighed with your Oppreſſions; ſay, has 
my Pain abated yours? Tell me, and haſten my 
Health by the Aſſurance of your Recovery, or | 
have fled in vain: from thoſe dear Arms to ſave my 
Life, of which I: know not what-Account to give 
vou, till. I receive from you the Knowledge of 
your perfect Health, the true State of mine. F can 
only ſay I ſigh, and have a Sort of a Being in Collen, 
where I have ſome more Aſſurance of Protection 
than. I could hoge from thoſe intereſted Brutes, 


who⸗ 


; N 


— 


* | * 


who ſent me from you; yet brutiſh as they are, I 
know thou art ſafe from their clowniſh Outrages. 
For were they ſenſeleſs as their Fellow-Monſters 
of the Sea, they durſt not prophane ſo pure an 
Excellence as thine; the ſullen Boars would jouder 
out a Welcome to thee, and gape, and wonder 
at thy awful Beauty, though they want the tender 
Senſe to know to what Uſe it was made. Or if I 
doubted their Humanity, I cannot the Friendſhip 
of Octavio, ſince he has given me too good a Proof 
of it, to leave me any Fear that he has not in my 
Abſence purſued thoſe generous Sentiments for 
Sylvia, which he vowed to Philander, and of. which: 
this firſt Proof muſt be his relating the: Neceflity 

of my Abſence, to ſet me well with my, adorable- 
Maid, who, better than I, can inform her; and 
that I rather choſe to- quit you only for a ſhort 
Space,. than reduce myſelf to the Neceflity of loſing. 
you eternally. Let the Satisfaction this ought to 
give you retrieve your Health and. Beauty, and*put. 
you into a Condition of reſtoring to me all my. 
Joys; that by purſuing the Dictates of your Love, 
you may again bring the greateſt Happineſs on. 
Earth to the Arms of your | 

| „ PHIL AMD KR. 


POSTSCRIPT. 


My Affairs here are yet ſo unſettled, that I can tale. 

no Order for your coming to me; but as ſoon as: 1 
know where I can fix. with Safety, I ſhall make it my. 

| Buſineſs and my Happineſs. Adieu. Trufl Octavio, 
with your Lari... I 
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This Letter Octavio would not carry himſelf to 
her, who had omitted. no Day, ſcarce an Hour, 
wherein he ſaw not. or ſent not to the charming 
Sylvia 3, but he found in that which Philander had 
| 1 5 | 0 Writ. 
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writ to him an Air of Coldneſs altogether unuſual 
with that paſſionate Lover, and infinitely ſhort in 
Point of Fenderneſs to thoſe he had formerly ſeen 
of his, and from what he had heard him ſpeak; 
fo that he no longer doubted (and the rather be- 
cauſe he hoped it) but that Philander found an 
Abatement of that Heat, which was wont to in- 
ſpire at a more amorous Rate : This appearing De- 
clenfion- he could not conceal from Sylvia, at leaſt 
to let her know he took Notice of it ; for he knew 
her Love was too quick-fighted and ſenſible to 
paſs it unregarded ; but he with Reaſon thought, 
that when ſhe ſhould find others obſerve the little 
Slight ſhe had put on her, her Pride (which is na- 
tural to Women in ſuch Cafes): would decline 
and leflen her Love for his Rival. He therefore 
ſent his Page with the Letters incloſed in this from 
himſelf. e e | e 
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e . . 
DROM alittle neceſſary Debauch I made laſt 
Night with the Prince, I am forced to employ 

my Page in thoſe Duties I ought to have performed 
myſelf: He brings you, Madam, a Letter from 
Philanger, as mine, which I have alfo ſent you, 
informs me; I ſhould elſe have doubted it ; it-is, I 
think, his Character, and all he ſays of Octavio 
confeſſes the Friend, but where he ſpeaks of Sylvia 
ſure he diſguiſes the Lover: I wonder the Maſk 
ſhould be put on now to'me, to whom before he 
ſo frankly diſcovered the Secrets of his amorous 
Heart. It is a Myſtery I would fain perſuade my- 
| ſelf he finds abſolutely neceſſary to his Intereſt, 
and, I hope you will make the ſame favourable 
Conſtructions of it, and not impute the 1 0 
. 8 e 
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Zeal wherewith he treats the charming Sylvia to 
any poſſible Change or Coldneſs, ſince I am but 
too futally ſenſible, that no Man can arrive at the 

Glory of being beloved by you, that had ever 
Power to ſhorten one Link of that dear Chain 
that holds him, and you need but ſurvey that ado- 
rable Face, to confirm your Tranquility; ſet 
a juſt Value on your Charms, and you need no 
Arguments to ſecure your everlaſting Empire, or 
to eſtabliſn it in what Heart you pleaſe. This 
fatal Truth I learned from your fair Eyes, ere they 

_ diſcovered to me your Sex, and you may as ſoon 
change to what I then believed you, as I from ado- 
ring what I now find you: If all then, Madam, 
that do but look on you become your Slaves, and 
languiſh for you, love on, even without Hope, 
and die, what muſt Philander - pay. you, who has 
the mighty Blefling of your Love, your Vows, 
and all that renders the Hours of amorous Youth, 
ſacred, glad, and triumphant ? But you know the 
conquering Power of your Charms too well to 
need either this daring Confeſſion, or a Defence 

of Philander's Virtue from, Madam, your obedient 


Slave, | 


Sylvia had no ſooner read this with Bluſhes, and 
a thouſand Fears, and trembling of what was to 
follow in Philander's Letters both to Octavio and 
to herſelf, but with an Indignation agreeable te 
her haughty Soul, ſhe cried—How—/lighted And 
muſt Octavio ſee it tos By Heaven, if I. ſhould 
find it true, he ſhall not dare to think it: Then 
with a generous Rage ſhe broke open Ph:langer's 
Letter; and which ſhe ſoon perceived did but too 
well prove the Truth of Octauio's Suſpicion, and 
her own Fears. She repeated it again and again, 
and ſtill ſhe found more Cauſe of Grief and An-. 
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ger; Love occaſioned the firſt, and Pride the laſt : 
And, to a Soul perfectly haughty, as was that. of 


Sylvia, it was hard to gueſs which had the Aſcen- 


8 dant: She conſidered Octavio to all the Ad van- 
tages that Thought could conceive in one, who 


was not a Lover of him; ſhe knew he merited a 


Heart, tho' ſhe had none to give him; ſhe found 
him charming without having a Tenderneſs for 


him; ſhe found him young and amorous without 
Deſire towards him ; ſhe found him great, rich, 
powerful and generous without defigning on him; 


and though ſhe knew her Soul free from all Paſſion, 
but that for Philander, nevertheleſs ſhe ' bluſhed 


and was angry, that he had Thoughts no more 


advantageous to the Power of - thoſe Charms, 


which ſhe wiſh'd might appear to him above her 


Sex, it being natural to Women to deſire Conqueſts, 
ee they hate the Conquered; to glory in the 


riumph, though they deſpiſe the Slave: And ſhe 
believed, while Octauio had fo poor a Senſe of her 
Beauty as to believe it could be forſaken, he would 
adore it leſs: And firſt, to ſatisfy her Pride, ſhe 
left the ſofter Buſineſs of her Heart to the next 
tormenting Hour, and ſent him this careleſs An- 
ſwer by his Page, believing, if ſhe appeared too 
angry, it might look as if ſhe valued his Opinion 
and therefore diſſembled her Thoughts, as Wo- 


men in thoſe Caſes ever do, who when moſt angry 
ſeem the moſt Galliard, eſpecially when they have 


need of the Friendſhip of thoſe they flatter. 
 SyLvia © OcTAvio. 


1 it indeed, Oavio, that you believe Philander | 
4 cold, or would you make that a Pretext to the 


Declaration of your own Paſfion? We French 


Ladies are not ſo nicely tied up to the Formalities 
ef Virtue, but we can hear Love at both 2 0 


CL EY 


_ 
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And if we receive not the Addreſſes of both, 8 | 


leaſt we are perhaps vain enough not to be diſ- 
pleaſed to find we make new Conqueſts. But 
you have made your Attack with ſo ill Conduct, 
that I ſhall find Force enough without more Aids 


to repulſe you. Alas, my Lord, did you believe 


my Heart was left unguarded when Pbilander 


departed ? No, the careful charming Lover left a 


thouſand little Gods to defend it, of no leſs Power 


than himſelf; young Deities, who laugh at all 


your little Arts and Treacheries, and ſcorn to 
reſign their Empire to any feeble Cupids you can 
dra w up againſt them: Your thick foggy Air breeds 
Love too dull and heavy for noble Flights, nor can 
I ſtoop to them. The Flemiſh Boy wants Arrows 
keen enough for Hearts like mine, and is a Bungler 


in his Art, too lazy and remiſs, rather a heavy 


Bacchus than a Cupid, a Bottle ſends him to his 
Bed of Moſs, where he fleeps hard, and never 
dreams of Venus, | 


How _— have you | paid yourſelf, my Lord, 


(by this Purſuit of your diſcovered Love) for all 


the little Friendſhip you have rendered me] How 


well you have explained, you can be no more a 


Lover than a Friend, if one may judge the firft 
by the laſt ! Had you been thus tions in your 
Paſſion before Philander went, or you had believed 
me abandoned, I ſhould perhaps have thought that 
you had loved indeed, | becauſe I ſhould have ſeen 
you durſt, and ſhould have believed it true, becauſe 
it ran fome Hazards for me, the Reſolution of it 
would have reconciled me then to the Temerity 
of it, and the greateſt Demonſtration you could 
have given of it, would have been the Danger you 
would have ran and contemned, and the Prefe- 
rence of your Paſſion above any other Conſidera- 


tion, This, my Lord, had been generous and - 


| like a Lover; but poorly thus to ſet upon a ſingle 
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* Woman in the Diſguiſe of a Friend, in the dark 
filent melancholy Hour of Abſence from Philan- 
der, then to ſurprize me, then to bid me deliver |! 
to pad for Hearts ! It is not like Octavio, Octavio 
that Philander made his Friend, and for whoſe dear 
Sake, my Lord, I will no farther reproach you, but 
from a Goodneſs, which, I hope, you will merit, 
I will forgive an Offence, which your ill- timing 
has rendered almoſt inexcuſable, and expect you 
will for the future conſider better how you ought 


to treat © | : 
%%% nos „% ᷑ + 7 # 4 
As ſoon as ſhe had diſmiſſed the Page, ſhe haſted 

to her Buſineſs of Love, and again read over Phi- 


lander's Letter, and finding ſtill new Occaſion for 
Fear, ſhe had Recourſe to Pen and Paper for a 


| Relief of that Heart which no other Way could 


py 


Eyes, ſhe writ this following Letter, | 


find; and after having wiped the Fears from her 


: a 8 Sv. * 1 8 i fo. P H 1 L A N D E R. , 


ba, © 5 E S, Philander, I have received your Letter, 
and but I found my Name there, ſhould have 
hoped it was not meant for Sylvia / Oh I It is all 


cold — ſhort — ſhort and cold as a dead Winter's 
Day. It chilled my Blood, it ſhivered every Vein. 
Where, oh where haſt thou laviſhed out all thoſe 
ſoft Words ſo natural to thy Soul, with which 
thou uſedſt to charm ; ſo tuned to the dear Muſick 
of thy Voice? What is become of all the tender 


Things, which, as J uſed to read, made little nimble 


Pantings in my Heart, my Bluſhes riſe, and tremblings 


in my Blood, adding new Fire to the poor burning 
Victim! Oh where are all thy pretty Flatteries of 


Love, that made me fond and vain, and ſet a 
Value on this trifling Beauty? Haſt thou forgot 
thy wondrous Art of Loving? Thy pretty 55 60 
8 JJ on es vs 8 Et nings, 


— 


my 


en. kala, = 56s 


nings, and thy ſoft Deceivings 2. Halt thou 


forgot them all ? Or haſt thou forgot indeed to 
love at all? Has thy induſtrious Paſſion ga- 


thered all the Sweets, and left the rifled Flower 


to hang, its withered Head, and die in Shades neg- 
lected ? For who will prize it now, now when 


all its Perfumes are fled? Oh my Philanger, oh 
my charming Fugitive ! Was it not enough you left 


me, like falſe Theſæus, on the Shore, on the for- 
ſaken Shore, departed from my fond, my claſping 
Arms; where I believed you ſafe, ſecure and 
pleaſed, when Sleep and Night, that favoured you 


and ruined me, had rendered them incapable of their 
dear Loſs! Oh was it not enough, that when I 


found them empty and abandoned, and the Place 
cold where you had lain, and my poor trembling 
Boſom unpoſſeſſed of that dear Load it bore, that 
I almoſt expired with my firſt Fears? Oh, if Phi- 
lander loved, he would have thought that Cruelty 
enough, without the ſad Addition of a growin 

Coldneſs: I awaked, I miſled thee, and I called 
aloud, Philander ! my Philander / But no Philan- 
der heard; then drew the cloſe-drawn Curtains, 
and with a haſty and buſy View ſurveyed the 
Chamber over; but oh! In vain I viewed, and 


called yet louder, but none appeared to my Aſſiſt- 


ance but Antonet and Brilliard,. to torture me with 


dull Excuſes, urging. a thouſand feigned and frivo- 


lous Reaſons to. ſatisfy my Fears: But I, who 
loved, who doted even to Madneſs, by Nature 


ſoft, and timorous as a Dove, and fearful as a2 
Criminal eſcaped, that dreads each little Noiſe, 


fancied their Eyes and guilty Looks confeſſed the 


Treaſons of their Hearts and Tongues, while 


they, more kind than true, ſtrove to convince my 


killing Doubts, proteſted, that you would. return 


by Night, and feigned a likely Story go deceive. 


Thus between Hope and Fear 1 languiſhed out a 
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Day; oh Heavens ! A tedious Day without Phi- 
lander: Who would have thought that ſuch a 
diſmal Day ſhould not, with the End of its Reign, 
have finiſhed that of my Life]! But then Octavio 

came to viſit me, and who till then I never 
- Wiſhed to ſee, but now I was impatient for his 
Coming, who by Degrees told me that you were 
gone I never aſked him where, or how, or why; 
that you were gone was enough to poſſeſs me of 
all I feared, your being apprehended and ſent into 
France, your delivering yourſelf up, your aban- 
doning me; all, all I had an eaſy Faith for, with- 
our conſulting more than that thou wert gone—that 
very Word yet ſtrikes a Terror to my Soul, diſ- 
ables my trembling Hand, and I muſt wait for 
Re-inforcements from ſome kinder Thoughts. 
But, oh! From whence ſhould they arrive? From 
what dear preſent Felicity, or Proſpect of a fu- 
ture, though never ſo diſtant, and all thoſe paſt ones 
ſerve but to increaſe my Pain; they Favour me 
no more, they charm and pleaſe no more, and 
only preſent themſelves to my Memory to com- 
pleat the Number of my Sighs and Tears, and 
make me wiſh that they had never been, tho' even 
with Philander? Oh! Say, thou Monarch of my 
_ . panting Soul, How | haſt. thou treated Sylvia, to 
make her wiſh that ſhe had never known a tender 
Joy with thee ? Is it poſſible ſhe ſhould repent her 
loving thee, and thou ſhouldſt give her Cauſe! 
Say, dear falſe Charmer, is it? But oh, there is no 
| Jafting Faith in Sin! Ah What have I done: 
How dreadful is the Scene of my firſt Debauch, 
and how glorious that never to be regained Proſpect 
of my Virgin Innocence, where I ſate inthroned 
in awful Virtue, crowned with ſhining Honour, 
| 85 . e with unſullied Reputation, till thou, 
O Tyrant Love, with a charming Uſurpation in- 
0 all my Glories) 10 which I reſigned with 
e F E „ greater 
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greater Pride and Joy than a young Monarch puts 


them on. Oh! Why then do repent ? As if the 


vaſt, the dear Expence of Pleaſures paſt were not 
enough to recompenſe for all the Pains of Love 
to come ? But why, oh why do I treat thee as a 


Lover loſt already? Thou art not, canſt not; no, 
I will not believe it, till thou thyſelf confeſs it: 
Nor ſhall the Omiſſion of a tender Word or two 


make me believe thou haſt forgot thy Vows. Alas, 
it may be I miſtake thy Cares, thy hard Fatigues 
of Life, thy preſent ill Circumſtances (and all 
the melancholy Effects of thine and my Misfor- 
tunes) for Coldneſs and declining Love. Alas, 
I had forgot my poor my dear Philander is now 
obliged to contrive for Life as well as Love, thou 


perhaps (fearing the worſt) are preparing Elo- 


quence for a Council Table ; and in thy buſy and 
guilty Imaginations haranguing it to the grave 
Judges, defending thy Innocence, or evading thy 
Guile: F age, ie. ah excepting Juries, and 
confronting, Witnefſes, when thou ſhouldſt be 


giving Satisfaction to my fainting Love-ſick Heart: 


dometimes in thy labouring Fancy the Horror of 


a dreadful Sentence for an ignominious Death, 
ſtrikes upon thy tender Soul with a Force that 


frights the little God from thence, and I am per- 
ſuaded there are ſome Moments of this melan- 


choly Nature, wherein your Sylvia is even quite 


forgotten, and this too ſhe can think juſt and rea- 


ſonable, without reproaching thy Heart with a 


declining Paſſion, eſpecially when I am not by to 
call thy Fondneſs up, and divert thy more tor- 


menting Hours : But oh, for thoſe foft Minutes 
thou haſt deſigned for Love, and haſt dedicated 


to Sylvia, Philander ſhould diſmiſs the dull For- 


malities of rigid Buſineſs, the preſſing Cares of 


Dangers, and have given a Looſe to Softneſs. 
Could my Phicander. imagine this ſhort and unloy- 


ing 
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168 Love Letters. Part II. 
Ang Latter ſufficient to atone for ſuch an Abſence ? 
And has Philanider then forgotten the Pain with 
which T languiſhed, when but abſent from him an 
Heur! How then can he i imagine I can ſive, when 

Aiſtant from him fo many ues, and fo many 
Days? While all the Teanty Comfort I have for 
Life is, that one Day we Os meet again; but 
Where, or when, or how thou haſt not Love 
enough ſo much as to divine; but poorly leaveſt 
me to be ſatisfied by Odavio, committing the Bu- 

ſineſs of thy Heart, the once great Importance of 
thy Soul, the moſt neceſlary Devoirs of thy Life, 
to be ſopplied by another. Oh Philander, "x have 

known a bleſſed Time in our Reign of Love, 
when thou wouldſt have thought even all thy own 

Power of too little Force to ſatisfy the doubting 

Soul of Hlvia: Tell me, Philamler, haſt thou 
forgot that Time? I dare not think thou haſt, and 
yet (O God) I find an Alteration, but Heaven 
divert the Omen: Yet ſomething whiſpers to my 

Soul, I am undone ! Oh, where art thou, my 
Ppilander? Where is thy Heart? And what has it 
been doing ſince it begun my Fate? How can it 
Juſtify thy Coldneſs, and thou this eruel Abſence, 
without accounting with me for every parting 
Hour? My charming dear was wont to find 
me Buſineſs for all my lonely abſent ones; and 
writ the ſofteſt Letters——Joading the Paper with 


7 

fond Vaws and Wiſhes, which ere I had read 7 
oyer another would arrive, to keep eternal Warmth f 
about my Soul; nor wert thou ever wearied more fl 
-with writing, than I with reading, or with ſighing mM 
after thee; but now—Oh'! There is ſome Myſtery 110 
in it 1 dare not underſtand. Be kind at leaſt and if = 
— 


ſatisfy my Fears, for it is a wondrous Pain to live 
in Doubt; if thou ſtill loveſt me, ſwear it over a- 
new! And curſe me if I do not credit thee. But. 
if thou art -declining or ſhouldſt be ſent 
8 5 tame 
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ſhameful Victim into Frenca Or thou derefving 
Charmer, yet be juſt, and let me know m Doom: 
By Heaven this lt wilt find a Welcome to me. 
for it wilt end the Torment of y Doubts and 
Fears of long thee another Way, and 1 ſftafl have” 
| A to 2 tha 3 beloved, and die 


7 SYLVIA. 


nw rea over this Ae ſhe feared the had 
_ ſaid hes Hiro of her Doubts and Appretienfions” 
of a Change in him; for now ſhe flies to all the 
lietle Stratagems and Artiftces of Lovers, ſhe be- 
gins to confider the worſt, and to make the beſt 
of that; but quite abandoned ſhe could not believe 
herſelf; without flying into all the Rage that diſ- 
appointed Woman could be poſſeſſed with; She 
calls Brilliaru, ſnews him his Lordo Letters, and 
told him, (while he read) her Doubts and Fears; 
he being thus inſtructed by herfelf in the Way how 
to deceive her on, like Forttne-tellers, wo gather 
People's Fortune from themſelves, and then feturn 
it back for their own Divinity; tells her he'ſaw 
indeed a Change! Glad to improve her Fear, and 
feigns a Sorrow almoſt equal to her's: It it vi- 
dent, ſays he, it is evident, that be is the moſt un- 
grateful of bis Sex Pardon, Madam, (continued 
| he, bowing) F my Zeal for the ma charming \ 
| Creature on "Barth, make me forget my Duiy 16 
the beſt of Mafters and Friends, Ab, Brilfiard, Hee” 
ſhe, with an Air of Languiſhment that more en- 
flamed” him, have a rope left that miſtaten Zeal for 
ne ſhould" make yon Virtue, which has © 
= but on this — ſhewed that it wanted _ 
Angels Ver its Guard. Ob, Brilliard, if be be falſe 
i the dear Man be pen, take, tate, kind © 
Heaven, the Life” you have preſerved but for a © 
greater Proof of your Revenge——and at that Word 


be ſunk into his Arms, which he haftily extended 
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licious and wicked, he reſolves his cowardly Con- 
_ queſt, when ſome kinder God, awakened Sylvia, 
and brought Oclavio to the Chamber Door; who 


| mitted to none but himſelf, with Antonet her Wo- 


Liſorder, which from: that of Love, grew to that 
ps | h 1. - Fo 0 
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as ſhe was falling, both to ſave her from Harm, 
ind to give himſelf the Pleaſure of graſping the 
ovelieſt Body in the World to his Boſom, on 
»yhich, her fair Face declined, cold, dead, and 
ale; but ſo tranſporting was the Pleaſure of that 
ear Burthen, that he forgot to call for, or to uſe 
ny Aid to bring her back to Life, but trembling 
with his Love and-eager Paſſion, he took a thou- 
ſand Joys, he kiſſed a thouſand Times her luke- 
warm Lips, ſucked her ſhort Sighs, and raviſned 
all the Sweets, her Boſom (which was but guarded 
with a looſe Night-gown) yielded his impatient 
Touches. Oh Heaven, who can expreſs the Plea- 


ſures he received, becauſe. no other Way he ever 


could arrive to ſo much Daring ? It was all beyond 
his Hope; looſe were her Robes, inſenſible the 


+, Maid, and Love had made him inſolent, he roved, 


he kiſſed, he gazed, without Controul, forgetting 
all Reſpect of Perſons, or of Place, and quite de- 


ſpairing by fair Means to win her, reſolves to take 


this lucky Opportunity; the Door he knew. was 
fait, for the Counſel ſhe:had to aſk him admitted 


of no Lookers- on, ſo that at his Entrance ſhe had 


ſecured that paſs ſor him herſelf, and being near 
her Bed, when ſhe fell into his Arms, at this laſt 
daring Thought he lifts her thither, and lays her 
gently down, and while he did ſo, in one Minute 
ran over all the killing. Joys he had been Witness 
to, which ſhe had given Philanaer., on which he 
never paus'd, but urged by a Cupid altogether ma- 


having been uſed to a Freedom, which was per- 


man, waiting for Admittance, after having knocked 
twice ſoftly, Brilliard heard it, and redoubled his 


Part II. Love-Letters.-. 1575 
of Surprize; he knew not what to do, whether to 


Senſe of Sylvia; in this Moment of perplexing 
Thought he failed not however to ſet his flair in 
order, and adjuſt him, though there were no need of 
it, and ſtepping to the Door (after having raiſed 
Sylvia, leaning her Head on her Hand on the Bed- 
fide,) he gave Admittance to Octavio; but, oh 
Heaven, how was he ſurprized when he ſaw it 
was Ofavie? His Heart with more Force than 
before redoubled its Beats, that one might eaſily 
perceive every Stroke by the Motion of his Cravat; 
he bluſſied, which, to a Complexion perfectly fair, 
as that of Brilliard (who wants no Beauty, either 
in Face or Perſon)! was. the more diſcoverable, 
add to this his FTrembling, and you may eaſily © 
imagine what a Figure he repreſented himſelf to 
Odlauio; who almoſt as much ſurprized as himſelf - 
to find the Goddeſs of his Vows and Devotions 
with a young Endymion alone, a Door ſhut to, 
her Gown looſe, which (from the late Fit ſhe was 
in, and Brilliard's Rape upon her Boſom) was 
| ftill open, and diſcovered a World of unguarded 
Beauty, which ſhe knew not was in View, with 
ſome other Diſorders of her Headcloaths, gave 
him in a Moment a thouſand falfe Apprehenſions : 
Antonet was no leſs ſurprized ; ſo that all had their 
Part of Amazement but the Innocent Sylvia, whoſe 
Eyes were beautified. with a melancholy Calm, 
which almoſt ſet the generous Lover at Eaſe, and 
took away his new Fears ; however, he could not 
chuſe but aſk Brilliard what the Matter was with 
him, he looked ſo out of Countenance, and trembled 
ſo? He told him how Sylvia had been, and what 
extream Frights ſhe had poſſeſſed him with, and 
told him the Occaſion, which the lovely Sylvia 
with her Eyes and Sighs aſſented to, and Brilliard 
departed ; how well pleaſed you may imagine, or 
„„ © with 


refuſe anſwering, or to re · eſtabliſn the reviving 
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with. what. Guſto. he left ber to be with the lovely 


 Oaeapin, whom he perceived too well was a Lover 
in the Diſguiſe of a Friend. But there are in Love 
thoſe. wonderful Lovers who can quench- the Fire 
one Beauty kindles with ſome other Object, and 
as much. in Love as Billiard was, he found An- 
tant an. antidote that diſpelled the groſſer Part 
of it; for ſhe was in Love with our. amorous 


Friend, and courted him with that Paſſion: thoſe 


of that Country da almoſt. all handſome Stran- 


gers; and one convenient Principle of the Reli- 


gion, of that Country is, to think it no Sin to 
be. kind while they are ſingle Women, tho' other- 


wile (when, Wives): they are juſt. enough, nor 


does à Woman that manages her Afﬀairs thus diſ- 
creętly meet with any Reproach ; of this Humour 
Was our. Antune, who purſued her Lover out, 


half jealous. there might be: ſome amorous Intrigue 
between her Lady and him, which ſhe ſought in 
vain by. all the. feeble: Arts: of her. Country's Sex 
ta get from him; while, on the other Side he be- 
lieving ſhe might be of uſe in the farther Diſco- 
very he deſited ta make. between Otlauios and 
Syluia, not only told her ſhe. herſelf was the 
Object of his Wiſhes, but gave her ſubſtantial 
Prooſs on it, and told her his Deſign, after having 
her Honour fox Security that ſhe Would be ſecret, 
the beſt Pledge. a Man can take of a Woman: 


After ſhe had promiſed; to betray all Fhings to him, 


ſhe. departed to ber Affairs, and he to giving his 
Lord an Account of Sylvia, as be deſired, in a 
Letter which, came to him with that of Sylvio; 


5 8 FT 
and wbich was thus: 
„ | * , » , 
4 * 
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Part II. 


Time you have not heard of me, nor indeed can 
wel excuſe it, ſince I have been in a Place 
whence with Ae I could have ſent every Poſt 3 


dut'a new Affair of Gallantry has Fei 550 my 


thoughtful Hours, not that I nd an an) 2 8 
that has abated one Sigh for $y/viz ; hüt a M 
Hours are 


bend, ander the Fatigues of more ſe- 
-_ Fes ught and Buſineſs; I ſhould not tell you 


— y Exe that potib 
D to mie, K remain f in this 
Toben, 1 deſign h to make my Abode but a 
Aibre Tittie, and Had not did ar afl, but * this 
Stbþ to my 7 2 I r 

tquifhed tt ta taking my R ; it is a 8 al, 
of Youth, ho 'mbre——a 22 nat blazes For 
while, and win Eo out without Pojoyfient. 

dt bid you ders this 
T have Nad tob good a Confirmation on our aith 


A 


r Sie to occalion 


ny Diſquiet, I foo 60 know how the takes i | 


Abſeine, ſenc me it large vf all that paſſes, an 
give your Letters tb Obe, for none elſe Thall 
know where I am, dr how to fend to me: 

careful of Vy/vit, and obſerve her with 1 


for poffibly 1 ſhould not be extravag ant! 
to find Fed 


when the Height vf it * it t6 Jealoulies, Iit- 
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Dosh ne t but 50r vin wonder thit all ths 


very dull, when undiveited by an In- - 
trigue of ſome Kind or other, eſpecially to a Heart 
ehe gay as mine is, and which 2 not, -- 


1 would Hive you felgh all the di- 
enn os Fan to inder 


fowledge fo yourle wit, Ree 


How, and 4a, Jos : 


Wis intlined to love 4 leſs for her 
own Eaſe and mine, fince Love is troubleſome + | 
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le Quarrels, and eternal Diſcontents; all which 


beginning Lovers prize, and pride themſelves on 


eyery Diſtruſt of the fond Miſtreſs, ſince it ĩs not 


only a Demonſtration of Love in them, but of 
Power and Charms in us that occaſion it. But 


when we no longer find the Miſtreſs ſo deſirable, 


as our firſt Wiſhes form her, we value leſs their | 


Opinion of our Perſons, and only endeavour to 


Tender it agreeable to new Beauties, and adorn it 
for new Conqueſts ; but you, Brilliard, have been 
a Lover, and underſtand already this Philoſophy. 
1 need ſay no more then to a Man: who knows 
ſo well my Soul, but to tell him I am his conſtant 
EE ee Lone 

. PHIL AN DER. 


* x 


9 * 


r nd 


had he ſent him Word he had been choſen King 


of Poland, he could not have received the News 
with ſo great Joy, and ſo perfect a Welcome. 


How-to manage. this to his beſt Advantage was 


the Buſineſs he was next to conſult, after return- 


Ing an Anſwer ; now he fancied himſelf ſure of 


the lovely Prize, in Spite of all other Oppoſitions : 
For (ſays he, in reaſoning the Caſe) if /be can by 
Degrees arrive io a Coldneſs to Philander, and 
conſider him no longer as -a Lover, ſhe may perhaps 
confider me as a Huſband ; or ſhould: ſhe receive 
OQavio's * Addreſſes, when once I have found her 


feeble, I will make her pay me for keeping of ever 


Secret. So either Way he entertained a Hope, tho 
never ſo diſtant from Reaſon and Probability ; but 
all Things ſeem poſſible to longing Lovers, who 


can on the leaſt Hope reſolve to out-wait even E- 


ternity (if poſſible) in Expectation of a promiſed 
Blefling ; and now with more than uſual Care 
he reſolved to.dreſs, and ſer out all his Youth and 

Beauty to the beſt Advantage; and being a Gentle- | 


— 
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man well born, he wanted no Arts of Drefng, 
nor any Advantage of Shape'or Mein, to make 
it appear well: Pleaſed with this Hope, his Art 
was now how to make his Advances without ap- 
pearing to have deſigned doing ſo; And firft to 
act the Hypocrite with his Lord was his Buſineſs ; 
for he conſidered rightly, if he ſhould not repreſent 
Sylvia's Sorrows to the Life, and appear to make 
him ſenſible of them, he ſhould not be after cre- 


dited if he related any Thing to her Diſadvantage; 


for to be the greater Enemy, you ought to ſeem 
to be the greateſt Friend. This was the Policy 
of his Heart, who in all Things was inſpired with 
phanatical Notions. In order to this, being alone 


in his Chamber, after the Defeat de had in Our ; 


of eee he writ 271 Letter. 5 
BILL IAR B fo PHILANDER.. 5 
1 Lord,” VC IHE TO 

OV have done me the Honour to make me 


| Jour: Confident in an Affair that does not a 
ele urprize me; ſince I believed, after Sylufa, 


no mortal Beauty could have touched your Heart, 
and nothing but your own Excuſes could haye 


ſufficed' to have made it reaſonable; and I only 


wiſh, that when the fatal News ſhall arrive to 
E Hvie' Ear (as for me it never ſhall) that ſhz 


may think it as pardonable as I do ; but I doubt 
it will add Abundance of Grief to what ſhe is al- 
ready poſſeſſed of, if but ſuch a Fear ſhould enter 
in her tender Thoughts, But ſince it is not my 
Buſineſs, my Lord, to adviſe- or counſel, but to 
obey, I leave you to all the Succeſs of happy 
Love, and' will only give you an Account how 
Affairs ſtand here, ſince your Departure. | 

That Morning you left the Brill, and Sylvia 
in Bed, I mult diſturb your more ſerene I houghts 
"4 Walk 


| 
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With gelling you, that her feſt Surprise and Griefs 
At che Neyys of your Departure were moſt deplor- 
able, 3 raging Madneſs and the ſofter Paſ- 
e, Complaints of Grief, and Anger, 
88. Tears and Cries were | ſo mined f er, 
| . Turns ſo violently ſeized her, that all about 
her we * itied her: It was ſad, it was wonder- 
ous (ad, id, to ſee it: Nor could we hope 
her Li, 0 or 8 ſhe would preſerve it if ſhe could; 
for by many Ways ſhe attempted to have releaſed 
herſelf from Pain by a violent Death, and thoſe 
that ſtrove to , preſerve that, could not hope ſhe 
would ever have returned to Senſe again: Some- 
times a wild extravagant Raving would require 
all our Aid, and then again ſhe would talk and 
rail ſo tenderly and expreſs her Reſentment in 
the kindeſt Ofeft Words that ever Madneſs ut- 
tered, and all of her Pbilander, till ſhe has ſet us 
alt a weeping round her; ſometimes ſhe'd fit” as 
calm and ſtill as Death, and we have perceived 
ſhe lived only by Sighs and filent Tears that fell 
into her Boſom ; then on a ſudden wildly gaze 
upon us with Eyes that even then had wondrous 
-barms, and frantickly ſurvey us all, then LEY 
. Where is my Lord Philander 00, bring 
my Philander "Eritliard : Ob, Antonet, "where 
WEE ou bid the Treaſure of my Soul Then, * 
ing Floods of Tears, 227 ſink all fainting in 
our Arms. Anon with trembling Words and 
Sighs ſhe'd cry Bu ob, 12 dear Philander 1s 
no more, you have farrendered to France 
| Yes, yes, you = given him up, and he die, 
publickly die, be led a fad Vi tim through the 2 
2 eee, 7 ſeals ingloriouf-——T hen 
rave again, and tear her loyely Hair, and act ſuch 
Wildneſs,—ſo moving and ſo fad, as even infected 
 the'pitying Beholders, and all we could do, was 
gently to perſuade her Grief, and "__ her raving 


Fits ; 


Ah; "$i {6 we wry fs hearty vowed that 


ho came thit Day to viſit her, we mag 
capable of Hearing a tte Reaſon from us. Sasel 


Euseled, and begged ſhe would but calmly 155 35 


him eak, he pawiied His Soul, Kis Honbuf, | 
Wis Life, Philandas Was bs fafe from any Injury, 
either Rom! France, or any other Enemy,. as he, 


s ſhe, er Heaven itſelf. In fine, m 0 rd, be 5 


vowed, he ſwore, and pleaded, t 


e with 


Patience heard him tell his Story, and the Neceffi- 
ty of your Abſence; . this Brought her T og 
y 


back, and dried her Eyes, then ſightng, anſwere 
that if for your Safety you were fled, be 


him 


would forgive your Crutlly and your Abſence, and 


endeavour to be herſelf Jain: ' But then ſhe wou 


a thouſand Times conjure him not to deceive her 
Faith, by all the Friendſhip that he bore Philan- 


der, not 705 pöſſeſs her with falſe Hopes; then 
would he ſwear ane w; and as he ſwore, ſhe would 
behold him with ſuch charming Sadneſs in her 
Eyes that he almoſt forgot what he would ſay, 
to gaze upon her, and to paſs his Pity. But, if 
wich all his Power of Beauty and of Rhetorick 
he left her calm, he was no ſooner gone, but 


ſhe returned to all the Temp eſts of hen", | 
[ 


Love, to all the Unbelief of faithleß Paſſion, wou 


neither ſleep, nor eat, nor ſuffer Day to enter; 


but all was ſad and gloomy as the Vault that held 
the Epheſſan Matron, nor ſuffered ſhe any to ap- 
proach her but her Page, and Count Ottavie, and 
he in the Midſt of all was well receive : Not that 
T think, my Lord, ſhe feigned any Part of that 
_ cloſe Retirement to entertain him With any Free- 
dom, that did not become a Woman of perfect 
Love and Honour; tho' E mult own, my Lord, 
[ believe it impoſſible for him to behold the love- 


H LS What 


Yes 


you wete ſafe, that with the Ki of 0 er 


by Sylvia, without having a Paſton for her. 
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What Reſtraint his Friendſhip to you may put 


upon his Heart or Tongue I know not, but I 
conclude him a Lover, though without Succeſs; 
what Effects that may have upon the Heart of 


Sylvia, . only Time can render an Account of: 
And whoſe. Conduct I ſhall the more particularly 
obſerve from a Curioſity natural to me, to ſee if 
it may be poſſible for Sylvia to love again, after 


the adorable Philander, which Levity in one fo 


perfect would cure me of the Diſeaſe of Love, 
while I lived amongſt the fickle Sex: But ſince 


no ſuch Thought can yet get Poſſeſſion of my 


Belief, I humbly beg your Lordſhip will entertain 
no Jealouſy, that may be ſo fatal to. your Re- 
ſe, and to that of Sylvia; doubt not but my 
ears proceed perfectly from the Zeal ] have for 
your Lordſhip, for whoſe Honour and Tranquil- 


lity none ſhall venture fo far as, my Lord, your 


Lordſhip's moſt humble and obedient Servant, 
„ . 
s SN 


2% Lord, the Gram ſhall fet forward with your 
Coach Horſes ta Morrow Morning, according to your 


Order. 


Having writ this, he read it over; not to ſee 
whether it were witty or eloquent, or writ up to 
the Senſe of fo good a Judge as Philander, but 
to ſee whether he had caſt it for his Purpoſe; fol- 


there his Maſter-Piece was to be ſhewn; and 


having read it, he doubted whether the Relation 
of Sylvias Griefs were not too moving, and 
whether they might not ſerve to revive his fading 
Love, which were intended, only as a Demon- 
ſtration of his own Pity and Compaſſion, _ 
3 ᷑ ꝙMP P = SMT 206 n 
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from thence the deceived Lover might with the 
more Eaſe entertain a Belief in what he hinted of 
her Levity, when he was to make that out, as he 
now had but touched upon it, for he would not 
have it thought the Buſineſs of Malice to Sylvia, 
but Duty and Reſpect to Philander - That Thought 
reconciled him to the firſt Part without Alteration ; 


and he fancied he had ſaid enough in the latter, 


to give any Man of Love and Senſe a Jealouſy 


which might inſpire a young Lover in Purſuit of 


a new Miſtreſs, with a Revenge that might wholly 
turn to his Advantage; for now every Ray gave 
him Light enough to conduct him to Hope, and. 
de believed nothing too difficult for his Love, 

nor what his Invention could not conquer: He 


fancied himſelf a very Machiavel already, and al- 


moſt promiſed himſelf the charming Sylvia. With 


theſe Thoughts he ſeals up his Letters, and haſtes 


to Sylvia's Chamber for her farther Commands, 
having in his Politick "Tranſports forgotten he had 
left Octavio with her. Octavio, who no ſooner 
had ſeen Brilliard quit the Chamber all trembling 
and diſordered, after having given him Entrance, 
but the next Step was to the Feet of the new re- 
covered languiſhing Beauty, who not knowing 
any Thing of the Freedom the daring Huſband 


Lover had taken, was not at all ſurprized to hear 


Octavio cry (kneeling before her) 4h Madam, I 
no longer wonder you uſe Octavio with ſuch Rigour; 
then ſighing declined his melancholy Eyes, where 
Love and Jealouſy made themſelves too appa- 
rent; while fhre believing he had only reproached 
her Want of Ceremony at his Entrance, checking 


herſelf, ſhe ſtarted from the Bed, and taking bim 


by the Hand to raiſe him, ſhe cried, Riſe, my 
Lord, and pardin the Omiſſion of that Reſpect 
which was not wanting but with even Life ſelf. 
02avie anſwered; Yes, * , but you took Care, 
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not ta make the World abſolutely unbappy in pour 
Eternal ffs and therefore my Chaice ſucb a 
Dini to die in, when you were ſure 2 4 Hilſul 
Perſou at Hand to bring van back to Life Ay 
Lord. ſaid ſhe (with an innocent Wonder in 
her Eyes, and an Ignorance that did not appre - 
Pfficiently difardered to make me believe he tack no 
little Pains to reſtore you ta the World again. This 
he ſpoke with ſuch an Air, as eafily made her 
imagine he was a Loyer to the Degree of Jealay-. 
ſy, and therefore (bebalding him with a Look that 
sol him her Di@ain before the ſpake) ſhe replied 
| : My Tord, if Brilliard have expreſſed, by 
any Diforder or Concern, his kind Senſe of my Suf- 
ferings, I am more obliged to bim for it, than I am 
ta you for your Opinion of my Virtue ; aud I fhall 
hereafter know how to ſet a Value both on the one 
and the other, fonce what he wants in Quality and 
Ability to ſerve me, he ſufficiently makes good with 
his Reſtect and Duty. At that ſhe would have 
quitted him, but he (ſtill kneeling) held her Train 
of her Gown, and beſought her, with all the Elo- 
quence of moving and petitioning Love, That /be 
done pardon the Effect of 4 Paſfon that could not 
run inta leſs Extravagancy at a Sigbt. ſe new and 
ſtrange, as that ſbe ſhould in a Morning, with only 
her Night-Gawn thrawn looſely about her lovely 
Bedy, and which left a thouſand Charms to View, 
alone receive a Man into her Chamber, and make faßt 
the Dꝛor upon them, which when (from his Imppr- 
tunity) it was opened he found ber all ruffled, and 
almoſt fainting on her Bed, and a. young bluſhing. 
Youth fart from her Arms, with trembling Lambs, 
and a Heart that beat Time to the Tune of active 
Love, faultring in his Speech, as if ſcarce yet he 
bad recruited the Senſe he bad ſo. happily laſt in the 


emarous Encounter : With that, ſurveying of 1272 5 
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ſelf, as ſhe ſtood, in à great Glaſs, which ſhe 
could not hinder herſelf from doing, ſhe found in- 
deed her Night-Linnen, her Gown, and the Boſom 
of her Shift in ſuch Diſorder, as, if at leaſt ſhe 
had yet any Doubt remaining that Brilliard had 
not treated her well, ſhe however found Cauſe 
enough to excuſe Octauios Opinion: Weighing 
all the Circumſtances together, and adjuſting her 
Linen and Gown with Bluſhes that almoſt ap- 
peared Criminal, ſhe turned to Oftavie, who ſtill 
held her, and ſtill begged her Pardon, aſſuring him, 
upon her Honour, her Love to Philander, and 
her Friendſhip for him, that ſhe was perfectly in- 
nocent, and that Brilliard, though he fhould have 
Qyality and all other Advantages which he wanted 
to render him aeceptable, yet there was in Nature 
ſomething which compelled her to a Sort of Cold- 
neſs and Diſguſt to his Perſon ; for ſhe had ſo 
much the more Abhorrence to him as he was a 
Huſband, but that was a Secret to Ofavio; but 
ſhe continued ſpeaking——and cried, No, cauld I 
be brought to yield to any but Philander, I own F 
find Charms enangh in Octavio to make 'a Conqueſt 3 
but ſince the Poſſeſſhon of that dear Man is all F 
alk of Heaven, I charge my Soul with @ Crime, 
when I but hear Love from any other, therefore F 
conjure you, if. you have any Satisfaction in my 
Converſation, never to ſpeak of Love more te me, 
for if you do, Honaur will oblige me to make Vows: 
againſt ſeeing you: All the Freedams ee 
{ will allow, giue you the Liberties & Brother, ad- 
wit yow alone by Night, or any Way but that of 
Love; but that is a Reſerve of my. Saul which 1s 
only for Philander, and the only one that euer fpalk 
be kept from Octavio. She ended ſpeaking, and 
_ raiſed him with a Smile; and he with a Sigh. told. 
der, ſie muſt command Then ſhe fell to telling 


as. 
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Diſcourſe that paſſed; with the Reaſon of her 
falling into a Swoon, in which ſhe continued a 
Moment or two; and while ; ſhe told it ſhe bluſhed 
with a ſecret Fear, that in that Trance ſome 
Freedoms might be taken which ſhe durſt not 
| confeſs : But while'ſhe ſpoke, our ſtill more paſ- 
fionate Lover devoured her with his Eyes, fixed 
his very Soul upon her Charms of ſpeaking and 
looking, and was a thouſand Times (urged by 
tranſporting Paſſion) ready to break all her Dic- 
tates, and vow himſelf her eternal Slave; but he 
feared the Reſult, and therefore kept himſelf with- 
in the Bounds of ſeeming Friendſhip; fo that af- 
ter a thouſand Things . 5 ſaid of Philander, he 
© took his Leave to go to Dinner; but as he was 
oing out he ſaw Brilliard enter, who, as I ſaid, 
had forgot he left Oavio with her; but i in a Mo- 
ment recollecting himfelf, he bluſhed at the Appre- 
kenſion, that they might make his Diſorder the 
Subject of their Diſcourſe; ſo what with that, and 
the Sight of the dear Object of his late diſappointed 
Pleaſures, he had much ado to aſſume an Aſſu- 
rance to approach; but Octavio paſſed out, and 
ave him a little Releaſe.  Sy/via's Confuſion was 
| almoſt equal to his, for ſhe looked on him as a 
 Raviſher; but how: to find that Fruth which ſhe. 
was very curious to know, ſhe called up all the 
Arts of Women to inftru& her in; by Threats 
the knew it was in vain, therefore ſhe aſſumed an 
 Artifice, which indeed was almoſt a Stranger to 
her Heart, that of jilting him out of a Secre: 
which ſhe knew he wanted Generoſity to give 
| handſomely; and meeting him with a Smile, 
which ſhe ſorted; ſhe cried, How now, Brilliard, 
are you ſo faint-hearted 4 Soldier, you cannot ſce 
4 Lady die' without being terrified? Rather, * 
dam, e lied he bluſhing er ſo ſoft-hearted, I 


| _—_ fee the NO . in the erl. 3 
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ing in my Ar ms, without. ; being diſorder 2d with Grief 


and Fear, beyond the Power of many Days to reſettls 
| again. At which ſhe approached him, who ſtood 
near the Door, and ſhutting-it, ſhe took him by 


the Hand, and ſmiling, cried, And had you na 
other Buſineſs for your Heart but Grief and Fear, 


when a fair Lady throws herſelf inta your Arms? © 


It ought to have had ſome kinder Effect en a Per- 
n of Brilliard's Youth. and Complexion, And while 
ſhe ſpoke this ſhe held him by the Wriſt, and found 


on the ſudden | his Pulſe to. beat more high, and | 


his Heart to heave his Boſom with Sighs, which, 
now he no longer took care to hide, but with 


a tranſported Joy, he cried, O Madam, do not 
urge me to a Confeſſion that muſt undo me, with= © 


out making it criminal by my Diſcavery of it; you 
know I am your Slave —— when. ſhe with a pretty 
wondering Smile, cried—— hat, a Lover too, and. 
yet fo dull ! Oh charming Sylvia, (ſays he, and fal- 
ling on his Knees) give my. profound Reſpect a kind= 
er Name: To which ſhe anſwered, —-— You that 
knew your Sentiments may beſt inſiruct me by what 
Name to call them, and you Brilliard may do it 
without Fear —— You ſaw TI did not firuggle in your 
Arms, nor firove I to defend the Kiſſes which you 


gave —— O Heavens, cried' he, tranſported with- 


what ſhe ſaid, 7s it poſſible that you could know of 
my Preſumption, and favour it too? I will no longer 
then curſe thoſe unlucky. Staxs that ſent Octavio 
Juſt in the Bleed Minute, ta ſnatch. me from ny 


Heaven, the lovely Victim lay ready for the Sacri- 


fice, all prepared to offer ; my Hands, my Eyes, my. . 


Lips were tired with Pleaſure, but yet they were 


not ſatisfied; oh thare was. Foy Beyond thoſe Ra- 


viſkments, of whuh- one kind Minute more had. - 
made me abſolute Lord: Yes, and the. next, (aid. 


the, had ſent this to your Heart eh 4 
Feaknife.tha Lay e e r ee 


— ” 


. * 
A 


been FOOTY 


afterwards he could 


Reſentments; 7 
Hip your Tord as for you I forgive you; but 
have 4 Care you never raiſe your Thoughts to 4 
PYeſumption of that Nature more : — e 7 
will ever fall below Phitandet's Love ; go 

expect all Things ut 7 7 


Part II. 


Love -Lerters. 


„which he offered ſo near to his Bo- 

| ſor; that he believed himſelf already pierced, ſo 

ſenſibly killing her Words, her Motion, and her 
Look ; he ftarted from her, and ſhe threw away 
the Knife, and walled a Turn of two about the 
Chamber, while he ſtood immoveable, with — 
Eyes fixed on the Earth, and his Thoughts ori 
nothing but à wild Confuſlon, which he ybwved 

give no Account of. But as 

ſhe turned ſhe beheld him with fome Compaſſion; 

and remembring how he had it in his Power to 


expoſe het in a ſtrange 
for a Wife, ſhe believed it neceffary to Hide her 


Country, and owtt her 


and cried, Brilliard, fir the Friend- 


Rani your Crime———and 


1 Favour—— At this he left her with l Bow that 
had ſome Malice in it, and ſhe returned ' into her 
Drefliing-Room,—After Dinner O#avio writes hes 


this Lune, which his Page N 


Oc x Avio 8 * L v1 &c 


FS true, Mets in Obedience to your Com- 
ed your Pardon for the Con- 


mands, I beg 
feſhon I made you of 


my 80 wel Why 
malieies of a 
creafe my Flame with my Pain? 

Vou conjure me to ſee you often, and at the 
fame Time ſorbid me ſpeaking my Paſſion, = | 


will 


my Paffion : But ſince you 


could not but ſce the Ceres en of my Tongue 
in my Eyes, and hear it but 70 well confirmed by 
you confine me to the For- 


ent Lage unleſs to en- 


G. => 
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this bold Intruder comes to tell you now, it is 
impoſſible to obey the finſt, without diſobliging 
the laſt; and ſince the Crime of adoring you ex- 
ceeds my Diſobedience in not waiting on you, 
be pleaſed at leaſt to pardon that Fault, which my 
profound Reſpect to the lovely Sylvia makes me 
commit; for it is impoſſible to ſee you, and not 
give you an Occaſion of reproaching me : If-I 
could make +a Truce with my Eyes, and, like a 
mortified Capùchin, look always downwards, not 
daring to _—_— the glorious Temptations of your 
Beauty, yet you wound a thouſand Ways beſides; 
your Touches inflame me, and your Voice has Mu- 
ſick in it, that ſtrikes upon my Soul with raviſh- 
ing Tenderneſs; your Wit is unreſiſtible and 
piercing; your very Sorrows and Complaints have 
Charms that make me Toft without the Aid of 
Love: But'Pity joined with Paſſion raiſes a Flame 
too mighty for my Conduct! And I in "Tran 
ſports every Way confeſs it: Yes, yes, upbraid me, 
| ol = 1 zorateful oy 114. =y 
endſhip is Talſe ; but, via, yet be juſt, and 
ſay my Love was true, ſay e had ſeen the 
charming Sylvia; and who is he that after that 
would not excuſe the .reſt in one ſo abſolutehy 
born to be undone by Love, as is her deſtined 


Slave, . 
mou | OCTAV ITS, 
POSTSCRIPT. 


__ fone Rarities 1 this Morning 
Jaw, I faund theſe Trifles Florio brings yous which - 


becauſe uncomman I preſume to ſend you. : 
Syivia, notwithſtanding the ſeeming Severity of 
er Commands, was well enough pleaſed to be 


diſobeyed ; and Women never pardon any Fault 
h | more 


—— 


% 


five thouſand 


——_ 


- 
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more willingly than one of this Nature, where 
the Crime gives ſo infallible a Demonſtration of 


their Power and Beauty ; nor can any of their Sex 
be angry in their Hearts for being thought deſira- 
ble; and it Was not with Pain that ſhe ſaw him 
obſtinate in his Paſſion, as you may believe by 
her anſwering his Letters, nor ought any Lover 
to defpair when he receives Denial under his Mi- 
ſtreſs's- own Hand, which ſhe ſent in this to 


| 0 , ö / ; 5 
ctadio. 
* 4 , ; * k * 
8 * * f n 6 


8 VI VI A 10 Octavio. 


7 OU but ill judge of my Wit, or Humour, 


I Octavio, when you ſend me ſuch a Preſent, 


and ſuch a Billet, if you believe I either receive 
the one, or the other, as you deſigned : In Obe- 
dience to me you will no more tell me of your 
Love, and yet at the ſame Time you are breaking 


* 


your Word from one End of the Paper to the 


other. Out of Reſpect to me you will ſee me 
no more, and yet are bribing me with Preſents, 


| believing: you have found out the ſureſt Way to a 


Woman's Heart. I muſt needs confeſs, Octavio, 


there is mem Tloquence. in a Pair of Bracelets of 

-rowns : It is an Argument to prove 
your Paſſion, that has more prevailing Reaſon in it, 
than either Seneca or Tully could have urged ; nor 
can a Lover write or ſpeak in any Language ſo 
ſignificant, and very well to be underſtood, as in 
that ſilent one of Preſenting. The malicious World 
has a long Time agreed to reproach poor Women 
with cruel, unkind, inſenſible, and dull; when 


indeed it is thoſe Men that are in Fault who want 


the right Way of addreſſing, the true and ſecret 


Arts of moving, that ſovereign Remedy againſt 


Diſdain. It is you alone, my Lord, like a young 
Columbus, that have found the direct, * 
5 ))) T Way 


- 


bin . Ern , Wop 
Way to that little and ſo much deſired World, 


the Favour of the Fair; nor could Love himſelf 


have pointed his Arrows with any Thing more 
ſucceſsful for his Conqueſt of Hearts: But mine, 


my Lord, like Scæva's Shield, is already ſo full 
of Arrows, ſhot from Philander's Eyes, it has no 


Room for any other Darts: Take back your Pre- 
ſents then, my Lord, and when you make them 
next be ſure you firſt conſider the Receiver: For 
know, Octavio, Maids of my Quality ought to 
find themſelves ſecure from Addreſſes of this Na- 


ture, unleſs they firſt invite. You ought to have 


ſeen Advances in my Freedoms, Conſenting in 


my Eyes, or (that uſual Vanity of my Sex) a 


thouſand little trifling Arts of Affectation to fur- 


niſh out a Conqueſt, a forward Complaifance to 


every gaudy Coxcomb, to fill my Train with 
amorous cringing Captives, this might have juſti- 


fied your Pretenſions; but on the contrary, my 
Eyes and Thoughts, which never ſtrayed from the | 


dear Man I love, were always bent to Earth when 
gazed upon by you; and when I did but fear you 


looked with Love, I entertained you with Philan- 


der's Praiſe, his wondrous Beauty, and his wond- 
rous Love, and left nothing untold that might 
confirm you how much impoſſible it was, I ever 
ſhould love again, that I might leave ou no Room 
for Hope; and ſince my Story has been ſo unfor- 
tunate to alarm the, whole World with a Conduct 
ſo fatal, I made no Scruple of telling you with 
what Joy and Pride I was undone; if this encourage 
vou, if Octavio have Sentiments ſo meanly poor 

of me, to think, becauſe I yielded to Philander, 
his Hopes ſhould be advanced, I baniſh him for 
ever from my Sight, and after that diſdain the lit- 
tle Service he can render the never to be altered - - 


This 
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2388 Loves Letter. Part II. 
Ty bis Letter ſhe ſent him back by his Page, but 
not the Bracelets, which were indeed very fine, 

and very conſiderable: At the ſame Time ſhe threat- 


ened bim with Baniſhment, ſhe ſo Oy, ex- 
pected to be diſobeyed in all Things of that Kind, 


that dhe dreſſed herſelf that Day to Advantage, 


which ſince her Arrival ſhe had never done in her 
own Habits: What with her Illneſs, and Phi- 
lander s Ablence, a careleſs Negligence had ſeized 


her, till rouzed-and weakened to the Thoughts of 


Beauty by O#avis's Love, ſhe began to txy its 
Force, and that Day dreſſed. While ſhe was ſo 


employed, the Page haſtes with the Letter to his 


Lerd, who changed Colour at the Sight of it ere 


he received it; not that he hoped it brought Love, 


© þ 


it was enough the would but anſwer, though the 


Tailed : Let ber (ſaid he opening it) wow Jbe hates 
me- Let ber call me Traytor, and Uvjuſt, Jo Ib. 
take the Pains to tell it this May; for he knew well 
thoſe'that argue will yield, and only ſhe that ſends 
him back his own-Letters without reading them 
can give Deſpair. He read therefore without a 
Sigh, nor complained he on her Rigours 3 and, be- 
cauſe it was too early yet to make his Viſit, to 


Mew the Impatience of his Love, as much as the 


Reality and Reſolution of it, he bid his Page wait, 


Oc TAVvIO 0 SYLVIA. 

FAIR angry Sylvia, how has my Love offend- 
F ed? ——— doanyed ths leaſt Part of 
that ReſpeR due to your Birth and Beauty? Tho' 
I am young as the gay ruddy Morning, and vi- 
gorous as the gilded Sun at Noon, und amorous 
as that God, when with ſuch Haſte he chaſed 
young Daphne over the flowery Plain, it never made 


me 


* 


Jo bo 


( 


me guilty of a Fhought that Sy/via{ might not pity 


and allow. Nor came that trifling Preſent to plead; 


for any Wiſh, or mend my Eloguenee, which 


ou with ſuch Diſdain upbraid me with; the Brace - 


ets came not to be raffled for your Love, nor 


Pimp to my Delires:: Vouth ſcorns thoſs eommon 


Aids; no, let dull Age purſue thaſs- Ways of 
| M erchandiſe, who only bu up Hearts at that vain 
Price, and never make a Barter, but a Purehaſe. 


Youth has a better Way of Trading in Love's Mar- 


kets, and you have taught me too-well to je 


of, and to value Beauty, to dare to bid ſo = 


for it: I found the Toy was gay, the Work was 
neat, and Fancy new and know not any Thing. 
bey would ſo well adorn as Sys lovely Hands: 
I fay, if after this I ſhould have been the mercenary: 
Fool to have dunned you for Return, you might- 
have uſed me thus Condemn me exe you find 
me ſin in Thought! That Part of it was yet ſo far 
behind it was ſcatee arrived in With Yow ſhould 
have ſtaid till it apptoached more near, before you 
damned it to eternal Silence, To love, to ſigh, 


be allowed it in Devotion; but you, nicer than 
Heaven itſelf, make that a Crime, whick all the 
Powers divine have never decreed one. I will not 
plead, nor aſk you Leave to love; Love is my 
Right, my Buſineſs, and my Province; the Em- 

pire of the Voung, the Vigorous, and the Bold; 
and I will claim my Share; the Air, the Groves, 

the Shades are mine to ſigh in, as well. as your 
Philandar s; the Echoes anſwer: me as. willingly, 

when, I complain, or. Name the cruel Sylvia; 
Fountains receive my Tears, and the kind Spring's 
Reflexion agreeably flatters me to hope, and makes 


me vain enqugh to think it juſt and reaſonab] 51. d 


| ſhould purſue the Dictates of my Soul Love 
on in Spite of Oppoſition, becauſe. I will not loſe 
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my Privileges ; you may forbid me naming it to 
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you, in that I can obey, becauſe I can; but not 
to love! Not to adore the Fair! And not to lan- 


guiſh for you, were as impoſſible as for you not 


to be lovely, not to be the moſt charming of your | 


Sex. But I am fo far from a pretending Fool, 


becauſe you have been poſſeſſed, that often that 
Thought comes croſs my Soul, and checks my 
advancing Love; and I would buy that Thought 


off with almoſt all my Share of future Bliſs ! 
Were I a God, the firſt great Miracle ſhould be 
to form you a-Maid again: For oh, whatever 


Reaſons flattering Love can bring to make it look 
like juſt, the World ! The World, fair Sylvia, ſtill 
will cenſure, and ſay——you were to blame; but 
it was that Fault alone that made you mortal, we 
elſe ſhould have adored you as a Deity, and ſo 
have loſt a generous Race of young „ 

Heroes that may be born of you ! Yet had Phi- 
lander loved but half fo well as I, he would have 


kept your glorious Fame entire; but ſince alone 
for Sylvia 1 love Sylvia, let her be falſe to Ho- 


nour, falſe to Love, wanton and proud, ill-natured, 


vain, fantaſtick, or what is worſe let her purſue 


her Love, be conſtant, and fill doat upon Phi- 


ander Vet ſtill ſhe will be the Sylvia I adore, that 
Sylvia born eternally to ipſlave „ Fl... 


oc . 
| | This he ſent by Florio his Page, at the ſame T ime 


that ſhe expected the Viſit of his Lord, and bluſhed 
with a little Anger and Concern at the Difappoint- 


ment; however ſhe haſted to read the Letter, and 


was pleaſed with the haughty Reſolution he made 


in Spite of her, to love on as his Right by Birth; 
and ſhe was glad to find from theſe poſitive Re- 
ſolves that ſhe might the more ſafely diſdain, or 


Vir- 


* . 


at leaſt aſſume a Tyranny which might render her 


* 


— 
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Virtue glorious, and yet at the ſame Time keep. 
him her Slave on all Occaſions when ſhe might _ 
have need of his Service, which, in the Circum- 
ſtances ſhe was in, ſhe did not know of what great 


Uſe it might be to her, ſhe having no other Deſign 


on him, bating the little Vanity of her Sex, which 
is an Ingredient ſo intermixed with the greateſt. 


Virtues of Womenkind, that thoſe who endeavour. 
to cure them of that Diſeaſe rob them of a yery con- 
{iderable Pleaſure, and in moſt it is incurable : Give 


Sylvia then Leave to ſhare it with her Sex, ſince _ 
ſhe was ſo much the more excuſable, by how 


much 'a greater Portion of Beauty ſhe had than 
any other, and had Senſe enough to know it too; 


as indeed whatever other Knowledge they want, 


they have ſtill enough to ſet a Price on Beauty, 


though they do not always rate it ; for had Sylvia 


done that, ſhe had been the Happieſt of her Sex: 
But as ſhe was ſhe waited the 9 of Octavio, 


but not ſo as to make her quit one ſad Thought 


for Phlander's Love and Vanity, though they both 
: reigned in her Soul; yet the firſt ſurmounted the 


laſt, and ſhe grew to impatient Ravings whenever 
ſhe caſt a Thought upon her Fear that Philander 
grew cold ; and poſhbly Pride and Vanity had a8 


great a Share in that Concern of her's as Love it- 


{clf, for ſhe would oft ſurvey herſelf in her Glaſs, 


and cry, Gods ! Can this Beauty be deſpiſed © This 
Shape 1 This Face! This Youth] This Air!] And what's 
more obliging yet, a Heart that adores the Fugitive, 
tat Languiſbes and Sighs after the dear Runaway. 
Is it poſſible he can find a Beauty, added ſhe, of 


ence break the Rules and Laws of that Deity, ſet 


— — 
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greater Perfection But ob, it is Fancy ſets the 5 
Rate on Beauty, and be may as well love a third 
Time as he has a ſecond. For in Love, thoſe that 


10 Bounds to their Treaſons and Diſabedience. Tes, 
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192 Tove- Lettern. Part II. 
ell, the fair, he noang, var lt Trg nd fond 
Myrtilla, what after that e not. do to Sylvia, 
px phony he 12 0 '$ Ties, of Oli enn ? 6 
wretched Maid---whbat has thy Fondieſs dine, he is - 
= fetiated now with thee, as. before with Myrtilla, and 
Carries all thoſe dear, thoſe” charming Joys, ta ſeme 
new Beauty, whom his Looks have conquered, and 
whom his ſoft bewitching, Paws will. ruin. With 
that ſhe raved and ſtamped, and cried aloud, Hell 
Are. Torture. Daggers. Racks and 
Poiſen come all to my Relief ! Revenge me on 
= * : the per. Jured lavely Deuil - But | I will be br —— 
| I will be brave and hate. him----This the ſpoke 
| in a Tone leſs fieree, and with great Pride, and | 
had not pauſed and walked above a haſty Turn or 
| two, but Odlavio, as impatient as. Love could 
make him, entered the Chamber, ſo. dreſſed, fo 
| . ſet out for Conqueſt, that I wonder at nothing 
[* more than that Sylvia did not find him altogether 
charming, and fit for her Revenge, who was formed 
by Nature for Love, and had all that could render 
him the Dotage of Women : But where a Heart 
is prepoſſeſſed, all that is beautiful in any other 
Man. ſerves. but as an ill Compariſon to what it 
loves, and even Philander's Likeneſs, that was 
not indeed Philander, wanted the Secret to charm. 
At OAavi's Entrance ſhe. was ſo fixed on her 
Revenge of Love, that ſhe did. not fee him, who 
preſented. himſelf as ſo proper an Inſtrument, till 
be firſt ſtghing ſpoke, Ab, Sylvia, hall I never 
fee that Beauty eaſy more? Shall I never ſee it re- 
concited to Content, and a faft Calmneſs fixed upon 
thoſe Eyes, which were formed for Looks all tender 
and ſerene; or are they reſolved (continued he, 
ſighing) never to 3 but in Storms. when I ap- 
proach? Yes, replied ſhe, when-there is a Calm of 
Love in yours, that raiſes. it. Will you 2 my 
yes, ſaid he, that are by Nature "ſoft? Ark 
. | | . their 
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their ſilent Zap nguage "tell 3 you my Heart" 5 7 oh Story! * 
But ſhe replied with a Sigh, It ir not generouſly 
dine, Octavio, thus to purſue a poor unguarded 
Maid, te to your Care your Promiſes o 55 
Ab, will you uſe Philander with ſuch Treachery ? 
8 Ivia, ſaid he, my Flame is ſo juſt and reaftnable;” + 
that I dare even to him pronounce I love you; and 
2 that dare "love you on- And would yen (ſaid 
e) to ſatisfy a. little-ſhort lived Paſſion, fo 2 
thoſe Vaws you have ma de of Friend/hip to Philander? 
at Heart that. loves you, Sylvia, he re lied) 
cannot be guilty of. fe fo baſe'a 750 t; Philander 1 
my Kaul, and as be 15 fo, Jha all now the 'deareft © 
Secrets f my Soul. I fhould believe myſelf © indeed 
ungrateful (continied he) wherever I loved, fhould- 
I not tell Philander ; he told me frankly all 72 Soul, 
his Loves, his Griz , his Trea ofens, and E rſeapes, 
and in Return T will pay him back with mine, And 
& you imagine (ſaid ſhe) that he would permit 
your. Love © How ſhould he hinder me © (replied , 
he.) I do believe (aid the) he'd forget all his 
Safety and his Frienaſbij , and fight you : Then I'd 
7 myſelf, (faid he) if he were ſo ungrateful. 
hile they thus argued, Sylvia had her I houghts = 
apart, on the little Stratagems that Women in 
Love ſometimes make uſe of; and Octavio no 
ſooner told her he would fend Philander. Word 
of his Love, but the imagined that ſuch a Know- 
ledge might retrieve the Heart of her Lover, if 
indeed it were on'the Wing, and revive the dying 
Embers in his Soul, as uſually it does from ſuch 
Occaſions; and on the other Side, ſhe thought that 
the might more allowably receive Oavre's Ad- 
dreſſes, when they were with the Permiſſion of 
1 if he could love ſo well to permit 
; and if he could not, ſhe ſhould have the Joy 
1 unde her Fears of his Inconſtancy, though 
ſhe N 8 for ever the agreeable Oavis ; ſo that 
Vo 1. J | | T - oY: 
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on Odd auiois farther urging the Neceſſity of his 
iving Ph:lander that ſure- Mark of his Friendſhip 
2 me permitted bim to write, which he immediately 


* 


— 


did on her Table, where there ſtood a, little Sil- 


. 
. 


ver Serutore which. contained, all Things for his. 


P urpoſe. ; 


\ r Ef 
r 


7 
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My Lord, 
ot. 2 5, 


5 85 N CE. I have vowed. you my eternal Eriend- 
ſhip, and that I. abſolutely, believe myſelf ko- 
naured with that of your's,: I think myſelf obliged... 
by thoſe powerful Lies to let you know my Heart. 
not only now as that Friend from Whom I ougbt 


to conceal nothing, but as:a Rival too, whom in- 
Honour I ought to treat as a generous one: Per- 


haps you will be ſo unkind, as to ſay I cannot be 
a Friend and a Riyal at. the ſame. Lime, and that 


chaſes all. Things from the Heart Where that reigns, 
to eſtabliſh. itſelf the more: abſolutely there ; but, 
my Lord, I _ayow, mine a Love of that Good- 
nature, that can endure. the equal, Sway of Friend- 
ſhip, where. like, two perfe&t Friends they ſupport 


eagh, other's Empire there; nor can the Glory, of 
one eclipſe. that of the other, but both, like the 


Notion we haye of the Deity, though two diſtinct 
Paſſions, make but: one in my Soul.; and though 
Friendſhip firſt entered, twas in vain, I called it to 


my Aid, at the firſt ſoft Invaſion of Syluias Power ;. 


and;you my charming Friend, are the moſt oblig'd 
to· pĩity me, who already know fo. well the Force 
of her Beauty. I ould fain have you think, I 
firove at firſt with all my Reaſon againſt the irre- 


ſiſtible Luſtre of her Eyes: And at: the firſt Aſſaults 
of Love, I ge him not a Welcome to my Bo- 


© ſom, 
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ſom, hut like glaves unuſed. to. Fetters, I brew”. 
ſullen wo. my, 7 and e ow for your . 
Sake uneaſily. I thought it baſe'to-Togk-wpori te 
Miſtreſs of my Friend with. wilkigg Eyes ; buc 
| ſofter Love ſdon furniſhed, me with Acguments to 
juſtify my. Claim, ſinde Love is not the CHñaice 
but the Face of the Soul, who: ſeldom regards the 
Object lov'd. as it is, but as it wiſhest6 have it be, 
and then kind Fancy makes it ſoon the ſame... 
Love, that almighty Creator of Something from 
Nothing, forms a Wit, a Heroe, or a Beauty, Vir- 
tue, good Humour, Honour, any Excellence, 
when oftentimes there is neither in the Object, but 
where the agreeing World has fixed all thefe ; and 
ſince it ĩs by all reſolved, (whether\they love or not) 
that this 18 ſhe; you- ought nd more, Philanuer, 
to upbraid my Flame, than to wonder at it: It 
is enough I tell you that it is Sia to juſtifſy my 
Paſſion; nor is it a Crime that I confeſs L. love, 
ſince it ean never rob Philander of the leaſt Part 
of what I have vowed him: Or if his meer Honour 
will believe me guilty of a Fault, let this atone 
for all, that if I wrong my Friend in loving S]], 
I right him in deſpairing; for oh, I am repulſed 
with all the Rigour of the Coy and Fair, with all the 
little Malice of the witty Sex, and all the Love of 
Sylvia to Philander—— There, there is the Stop to 
all my Hopes and Happineſs, and yet by Heaven 
love thee, oh thou favoured Rival fi © © 


After this frank Confeſſion, my Philander, I. 
ſhould be glad to hear your Sentiment, ſince yet, 
in Spite of Love, in Spite of Beauty, I am reſolved. 
to die Philander's conſtant Friend, Eng 4 
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After he had writ this, he gave it to Sylvia: See 
charming Creature (ſaid he in delivering it) if . 
ter this you either doubt my Love, or what I dart 
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17 Sylvia. 1 neither receive it (faid the) as @ Prov 
Z 5 that you . 
| 1, to render it as a Piece of 

| Gallantry and Diverſion to Philander ;' 3 for no Man 


the one or the other; but r 
y this frank Con 


of Sen 20 K ill imagine that love true, or arrived to 
ght, that makes a publict Gonfe Men Fit t 


1 Rival. Ab, Sylvia, anſwered he, Hou mali- 


cious is your Wi it, and how active to tun its pointed 
Miſchief on me! Had I not writ, yon would have 
Jan. durft\ not; and when 1 make a Declaration 
; Hy you call it only à ſlight Piece of Gallantry : 
lvia, you have Wit enough'ts try it a thou. 

ed ays,' and Re enough” to make me obey; 
uſe. the Extremity” of both, ſo" you recompenſe me at 
laſt with a- Confeſh thith was "at leaſt found 
worthy to be numbered in the ud of hour Adorers. 
Sylvia replied, He were a dull Lover indeed, that 


' would need” Inſtrubtions from the Wit of bis Ni- 
fireſs to give her 7 F his N 3 whatever 


Opinion you have of: . have too good a 
one of Oftavie's to I at when he is a Lover 
he will want Aids to make'it appear; till then we 


zuill let that Argument alone, and conſider his Addrefs 
10 Philander. She then read over the Letter he 


had writ, which the liked very well for her Pur- 
poſe ; for at this Time our young Dutch Heros was 


made a Property of. in order to her Revenge on 


Philander : She told him, He: had ſaid too much 
both for himſelf and her. He told her, He had 


declared nothing with his Pen, that be would not 


make good with His Sword. Hold, Sir, ſaid ſhe, 


and do nat imagine from the F. recdons you have taken 


in owning your Haſſion to Philander, that T ſhall 


adlau it here < Il hat you declare to the World is 


vor 0Wn 8 ; but when I hear it, it is no lon- 


ger yaurs but mine; 1 therefore conjure you, my. 


Lord, not to charge my: Soul with. fo great 4 Sin 
sait Philander, and I emife eſs to you, 1 ſhall be ins 


To ui tel ly 
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for ſhe went from him to the Table, and fealed 


her Letter, and gave it him to be incloſed to Phi- 


lander, and leſt him to conſider on her laſt Words, 


- which he did not 


to Heart, decauſe he fancied 


ſhe ſpoke this as Women do that will be won with 


Induſtry: He, in ſtanding 
him, ſaw himſelf in the 


to her Sex's Modeſty 


— 


great Glaſs, and bid his 
Perſon anſwer his Heart, which from every View 


he took was reinforced with new Hope; for be 
was too good a Judge of Beauty not to find it in 


every Part of his own amiable Perſon, nor could 
he imagine from Sylvia's Eyes, which were natu- 
rally ſoft and languiſhing, (and now the more 
ſo from her Fears and Jealouſies) that ſhe meant 
from her Heart the Rigours ſhe expreſſed : Much 
he allowed for his ſhore Time of Courtſhip, much 
„ much from her Quality, 
and very much from her Love, and imagined it 


. muſt be only Time and Aﬀeduity, Opportunity and 


obſtinate Paſſion, ' that were capable of reduc- 


ing her to break her Faith with Ph:lander ; 


touch upon 


he therefore endeavour'd by all the good Dreſſing, 
the Advantage of laviſn Gaiety, to render his Per- 
ſon agreeable, and by all the Arts of Gallantry to 
charm her with his Converſation, and when he 


could handſomely bring in Love, he failed not to 
it as far as it would be permitted, and 
every Day had the Vanity to fancy he made ſome 
Advances; for indeed every Day more and more 


ſhe found ſhe might have uſe for ſo conſiderable 


* % 


_ a Perſon, ſo that one may very well ſay, never 


any paſſed their Time better than Sylvia and O7a- 
vio, though with different Ends. All he had now to 


fear was from the Anſwer ' Philander's Letter 


ſhould bring, for whom he had, in Spite of Love, 


ſo intire a Friendſhip, * he even doubted whether 
1 5&2 , (if 


finitely troubled to be obliged to baniſh you" my Sight for 
ever; He heard her, and anſwered with 2 Sich „ 


up as ſhe went from 


any wig —ů——ů— — 
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ft "YO WORRY} urge Reaſons potent enoug h) 
he ſnould not chuſe to 145 and quit 5e, ratk rather 
than be falſe to Friendſhip; one Poſt - paſt, and 
another; and ſo ęight ſuceeſie anes, before they 
_ receiyed.one Mord of Abſmer to what: they ſent; 
lo that Sylvia, who. Was the moſt impatient of her 
Sex, and the moſt in Love, was raving and acting 
all the Extravagance of Deſpair, and even Octaulo 


noy became leſs pleaſing, yet he failed nat to viſit 


her every Day, to ſend her rich Preſents, and to 
ſay all that a fond Lover, or a faiehful Friend 
might urge for her Relief: Ade N N 
a be een n 0 


„ 


Id? 1 2 ON 


\PrzLANDER 10 oz. 


0 UU haverſhewed; Rene, a Erdadaniifour- 

nerous, and ſo beyond the uſualMeafures of 
A Rival, that it were almoſt Imjuſtice in me not to 
permit you to lee on; lif Sia can be falſe to 
me, and all her Vows, the is not worth preſeru- 

ing; if ſhe prefer Octauio to Philamder, then he 
has greater Merit, and deſerves her beft : But if 
. on the contrary the tie juſt, if ſhe be true, and 
. conſtant, I cannot fear bis Love will injure me, 
ſo eicher Way Quas has my Leave to love 


; the charming yoo alas, I know her Power, 


and do not wonder at thy Fate! For it is as na- 
tural for her to conquer, as tis for Vouth to yield; 


ch, ſhe has Faſcination iv ber Eyes! A Spell upon 


Ry * her Tongues, her Wit's 2 Phiker, and her Air — 
Motion all Snares for heedleſs Hearts 3 her very 
Faults have Charms, her Pride, her Peeviſhneſs, 
and her Diſdain, have wnrehfted. 3 Alas, 
you find it every Day — and euery Night ſhe 
ſweeps the Tour along and ſhewis 2 eauty; 


. juſlaves the Men, 2 rivals all the os 
| ow 


= — 


Y WO % & WW V 
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Tg an 
Humour, that if you chance to love as I hate 


ftrming Vows into my 
file, and wear -and take away my Rage. 
and dren--Oh wo Oftavio, no human Fancy can 
 preſetit the Jg * of the dear reconciling Moment, 


the Paſſion "che liette tous Qu 


when they ceufe, 
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How oft "with Pride and Anger 

-ant was the inconfideting Cox comb then to rave 

a rail at her, to curſe her 'Charms, her fair in- 

Moths and perplexing Charms, and dullied every 
dann could not ſpare a Smile, a 

ſhe has ſuch a Javiſh'Freedom'in her 


done ——it will furely' make thee mad; if the but 


talked aloud, or put her little AﬀeCtation on, to 
ſhow the Force of Beauty, oh God ! How loft in 


Rage ! How 'mad with Jealouſy, was my fond 


breaking Heart! My Eyes grew fierce, and cla- 


morous my Tongue! And 15 have ſcarce contained 


myſelf from hurting - what I ſo much adored ; but 
chen the ſubtle Charmer trad ſuch Arts to fatter 


me to Peace again to claſp her Tovely Arms 
about my Neck . to li 
ofom, and kifs, and 


where little 
and The was always 


rels raiſed the Rapture higher, 


Time and Repeti- 


vity, Enjoyment takes of the uneafy Keennefs of 
arrels rie no more; 

Quarrels, the very Feathers f 'Love's Parts, "thar 
ſens chem with more Swiftneſs to the Heatt; and 
dur Tranfports leffen too, tren 
e, and confider ; we love 558 


Pabene Texfo! 
"with Foils; 


ence chen, as Fencers 


ſullen Bruſh perhaps ſometimes vr ſo ; but tisthint 


that can touch the Heart, and when we ate arrived 


to Jove at chat dull, eaſy Rate, we never die of 


that Diſeaſe; then v have Recourſe to all the little 


| Arts, the Aids of Flatterers, and dear Difflimuta- 
| . I * e tion, 5 


I have ſen its 


a thouſand dear con- 


new. Theſe are the wondrous 
"Parts, and ee Pleafures that'Love by Turns 
infpires, till it grows wite 
tion, and then the God aſſumes à ſerious Gra- 
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tion, (that Help- meet to the Luke - warm Lover) to 
keep up a good Character of Conſtancy, and a 
4 right Underitanding. © 42253 ont oY 8 
grees of Love; which I YG Len ſo often, that 
I am grown. moſt learned and able in the Art; 
my eaſy Heart is of the Conſtitution of thoſe, 
whom frequent Sickneſs. renders apt to take Re- 
lapſes from every little Cauſe, or Wind that blows 
too fiercely on them; it renders itſelf to the firſt 
Effects of new ſurprizing Beauty, and finds ſuch 
Pleaſure in beginning Paſſion, —— dear Delight 
of fancying new Enjoyment, that all paſt Lovcs, 
paſt Vows and Obligations, have Power to bind 
no more; no Pity, no Remorſe, no threatening 
Danger invades my amorous Courſe; I ſcour 
along the Flow'ry Plains of Love, view all the 
charming Proſpect at a Diſtance, which repreſents 
itſelf all gay and glorious! And long to lay me 
down, to ſtretch and baſk in thoſe dear Joys that 
Fancy makes ſo raviſhing : Nor am I one of thoſe 
dull whining Slaves, whom. Quality or my Re- 
ſpect can awe into a filent Cringer, and no more; 
no, Love, . Youth, and oft Succeſs has taught me 
Boldneſs and Art, Deſire and Cunning to attack, 
to ſearch the feeble Side of Female Weakneſs, 
and there to play .Love's Engines; for Women 
will be won, they will, OAevie, if Love and-Wit 
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Perhaps, my Friend, you are wondering now, 
what this Diſcourſe, this odd Diſcovery of my 
own. Inconftancy tends to? Then ſince I cannot 
better Pa you back the Seer et you. had | told me 
of, your. Lore, than by another of my own; take 
this Confeſſion from thy Friend -I love !—-lan- 


aaa > GY pan "th 2 
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- guiſh | And am dying, — for a new Beauty. To 
you, Octavio, you that have lived twenty dull te- 


dious Years, and never underſtood the Myſtery of 


apr). nnd 
— wr r . ISL wes 
LS 


- 


Love, 


* 


more than half your Youth's'gay Courſe of Life 


away, without' the Pleaſure of one nobler Hour 


of mine; who, like a Miſer, hoard your ſacred 
Store, or feantily have dealt it but to one, think 
me a laviſh Prodigal in Love, and gravely will 
reproach me with Inconſtaney but uſe me like 
a Friend, and hear my Story. 

It happened in my laſt Day's Journey on the 


Love, till Sylvia taught you to adore; this Change 
may ſeem. a Wonder; you that have laſily run 


Road I overtook a Man of Quality, for fo his 


Equipage confeſſed ; we joined and fell into Dif- 


courſe of many Things indifferent, till, from a Chain 


of one Thing to another, we chanced to talk of 


France, and of the Factions there, and I ſoon found 


him a Ceſarian; for he grew hot with his Concern 
for that Prince, and fiercely owned his Intereſt: 
This pleaſed me, and I grew familiar with him; 
and I pleaſed him ſo well in my Devotion for Ce- 
ſario,' that being arrived at Collin he invites me 
Home to his Palace, which he begged: I would 
make uſe of as my own during my Stay at Collen. 


Glad of the Opportunity I obeyed, and ſoon i- 


formed myſelf by a Spaniſh Page (that waited 
on him) to whom I was obliged ; he told me it 
was the Count of Clarinau, a Spuniard born, 
and of Quality, who for ſome Diſguſt at Court 

retired hither; that he was a Perſon of much Gra- 
vit), a 
well in Vears was lately married to a very beau- 
tiful young Lady, and that very much againſt her 


Conſent; a Lady whom he had taken out of a 


Monaſtery, where ſhe had been penſioned from a 
Child, and of whom he was ſo fond and jealous, 
he never would permit her to ſee or be ſeen by 


any Man: And if the took the Air in her Coach, 


or went to Church, he obliged her to wear a Veil. 


Having learned thus much of the Boy, I diſmiſſed. 


eat Politician, and very rich; and tho” 


* 
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him wich 2. Preſent ; for he bad already inſpited 
me with Curioſity, "that Prologue to Love, and 


knew not of what Uſe he might be hereafter ; 
2 Cyrighity that I was reſolved to ſatisfy, though 


J broke all the Laws of Haſpitality, and ęven that 
firſt Night I felt an Impatienee that gave me ſame 


_ Wonder. In fine, three Days I lapguiſhed out 


in a Diſarder that was very nearly. allied to that 
of Love. I found myſelf magnificently lodged ; 
attended with a formal Ceremony; and indeed 
all Things were as well as I could imagine, bating 
2 kind Opportunity to get a Sight of this young 
Beauty: Now half a Lover grown, I ſighed and 
grey ppprefled with Thought, and had Recourſe 
10 Groves, to ſhady Walks and Fountains, of 
which the delicate Gardens afforded Variety, the 
moſt reſembling Nature that eyer Art produced, 
and of the moſt melancholy Receſſes, fancying 
there, in ſome lucky Hour, I might encounter 


what I already ſo much adored in Idæa, which ſtill 


1 formed juſt as my Fancy wiſhed; there, for the 
Grit two Days I walked and ſighed, and told my 
-new-born Paſſion to every gentle Wind that played 
among the Boughs ; for yet no Lady bright ap- 
peared beneath them, no Viſionary Nymph the 
Groves afforded ; but on the third Day, all full 


of Love and; Stratagem, in the Cool of the E- 


vening, I paſſed into a Thicket near a little Ri- 


vulet, that purled and murmured through the 


Glade, and paſſed into the Meads; this pleaſed and 
fed my preſent, amorous. Humour, and down 1 
laid myfelf on the ſhady Brink, and liſtened to 
its melancholy Glidings, when from behind me I 
heard a Sound more ravidhing, a Voice that ſung 
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Ales, in vain,'you Pot rr boue, ' 
Na gane me Youth, 3a. gov cu, 

aul ev ry ander Senſe 

| To defline me t0 old Ph + op note 

Ah how can Youths gay Spring allow = 
n the er e pptai 


W/4 Night I lenguifh by his Bide, 
Aud fancy Foys I never taffe ; 
As Men in Dreams a Feaſt Sele. | 
And waking find, with Grief they faßt. 
Either, ye Gods, my youthful Fires allay, 
Or male the old Fhileno young and 60. 


Like a fair — * Shades Oh my, 
The every Stueet adorns my # ad, 
 Unyather'd, unadmired I lie, = 
And wither on my ſilent gloomy Bed, 
While no kind Aids to my Relief appear, 
And no tind . makes me along: a there. 


By this you may exfily bl; as I foon did, 
that the Now was ſang by Madam the Counteſs _ 
of Clurinau, as indeed it was; at the very Begin- 
ning of her Song my joyful Soul divined it 1o ! J 
roſe, and — by ſach ſlow Degrees, as neither 
alarmed the fair Singer, nor hindered me the Plea- 
ſure of hearing any Part of the Song, till I ap- 
proached fo near as (behind the Shelter of ſome 
Jeſſamin that divided us) I, unſeen, compleated 
thoſe Wounds at my Eyes, which 1 had received 

before at my Ears. Yes, Octavio, I ſaw the love- 
ly Clarinan leaning on a Pillow made of ſome 
of thoſe Jeſſamins which favoured me, and ſerved 
her for a "Canopy, But, oh my Friend! How ſhall 
I prefent her to thee in that Angel Form ſhe'then 
appeared to me? All young! All raviſhing-as new- 


born Light to loſt” — — 3 her, 
I & Face 
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which heightened my Deſires; Oh Gods | Alone 
lay the young lovely Charmer, with wiſhing Eyes, 


and the tell- tale Leaves combined ſo cloſe, they 
muſt have given us Warning if any had approached 
from either Side! All favoured my Deſign, and [ 
advanced; but with ſuch Caution as not'to-inſpue 


Face, the faireſt in the World, was adorned with 
Curls of ſhining Jet, tied up—I know not how, 
all careleſsly with Scarlet Ribbon mixt with Pearls; 
her Robe was gay and rich, ſuch as young Royal 
Brides put on when they undreſs for Joys; her 
Eyes were black, the ſofteſt Heaven ever made; her 
Mouth was ſweet, and formed for all Delight; 
ſo red her Lips, ſo round, ſo graced with Dimples, 
that without one other Charm, that was enough 


to kindle warm Deſires about a frozen Heart; a 


ſprightly Air of Wit compleated all, encreaſed 
my Flame, and made me mad with Love: End- 


Teſs it were to tell thee all her Beauties: Nature 


all over was laviſh and profuſe ; let it ſuffice, her 
Face, her Shape, her Mein, had more of Angel 
in them than Humanity! I ſaw her thus all charm- 
ing! Thus ſhe lay! A fmiling Melancholy dreſſed 


her Eyes, which ſhe had fixed upon the Rivulet, 


near which 1 found her lying; juſt ſuch I fancied 
famed Lucretia was, when Targurn firſt beheld her; 
nor Was that Royal Raviſher more inflamed than 
J, or readier for the Encounter. Alone ſhe was, 


and all prepared for Love! The Shade was gloomy, 
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Love, ſilent admiring Love Immoveable I flood, - 1 
and had no other Motion but that of a Heart all 1 
panting, which lent a feeble Frembling to my =_ 
Tongue, and even when I would have ſpoke to IM 
her, it ſent a Sigh up to prevent. my Boldnelſs: ; 1H | 
and O, Otiavio, though I have been bred in all the 111 
ſaucy Daring of a forward Lover, yet. now I = 
wanted à convenient. Impudence ; .awed-, with a W | 
haughty Sweetnels in- her Look, like a Fauxbrave 41! 8 
after a vigorous Onſet, finding the Danger fly fo Ji; 
thick around him, ſheers off, and dares not face the - I 
preſſing Foe, ſtruck with too. fierce: a- Lightenin 1 
from her Eyes, whence the Gods ſent a thouſand 1 
winged Darts, I veiled my own, and durſt not = | 
play with Fire: While thus ſhe hotly did purſue 1 
her Conqueſt, and I ftood fixed. on the defenſive 3/1 
Part, I heard a Ruſsling among the thick- grown wv 
Leaves, and through their myſtick Windings ſoon | 1 
perceived the good old Count of Clarinau approach- If 9 
ing, muttering and mumbling to old Dormina, the 19 

Dragon appointed to guard this lovely Treaſure, 1 
and which ſhe having left alone in the Fhicket, 1 
and had retired but at an awful Diſtance, had moſt 1 


extremely diſobliged her Lord. I only had Time 
enough in this little Moment to look with Eyes 
that aſked a thouſand Pities, and told her in their 
filent Language how loth they were to leave the 
charming Object, and with aSigh——l1 vaniſhed. 
from the wondering fair One, nimble as Lightening, 
filent as a Shade, to my firſt Poſt behind the Jeſſa- 
mins ; that was the utmoſt that I could perſuade 
my Heart to do. You may believe, my dear Ocia- 
vi, I did not bleſs the Minute that brought old: 
Clas inau to that dear Receſs, nor him, nor 
my own Fate; and to compleat my Torment, 
1 faw him (after having gravely reproached her 
for being alone wichout her Woman] yes, 1 
ee him "fall en ber Nest, her lovely ef 
; | 1 | ens EC 
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Neck, and loll and kits, and hang his tawny 
withered Arms on her fair Shoulders, and preſs 
His nauſeous Load upon Ca/zfa's Body, (for fo I 
[heard him name her) while ſhe was gaging ſtill 


upon the empty Place, whence the had ſeen me 


waniſh ; which he perceiving, cried——— 4 Jittle 
Hool, what is it thou gazeft on, turn to thy nown old 


Man, and buſs him ſoendy——When putting him 


by with a Diſdain, that half made Amends for the 
Injury he had done me by coming. Ah, my Lora, 
cried ſhe, even now, juſt there I ſaw a lovely Vi- 
fron, I never beheld fo excellent a Thing: How, 
cried he, a Viſion, a Thing. hat Viſion ? What 
"Thing ® Where ®* Heu? And toben Ay there, 
ſaid ſhe, with my Eyes, and juſt now is vaniſhed 


behind you Fefſamins. With that I drew my Sword 


— for I deſpaired to get off unknown; and being 
well enough acquainted with the jealous Nature 
of the Spanrards, which is no more than ſee and 


ſtab, I prepared to ſtand on my Defence till I 


could reconcile him, if poſſible, to Reaſon ; yet 
even in that Moment T was more afraid of the 
Injury he might do the Innocent Fair One, than 

ot what he could de to me: But he not fo much 


as dreaming ſhe meant a Man by her lovely Vi- 


fron, fell a kiſſing her anew, and beckoning Dor- 
mina off to Pimp at Diftance, told her, The Grove 
was ſo friert, the River's Murmurs fo delicate, 
and Jhe' was fo curionſly dreſſed, that all together 
had infpired him with a Love- Hit; and then aſſault- 
ing her anew with a Sneef, which you have ſeen 
a Satyr make in Pictures, he fel} to act the little 
Fricks of Youth, that looked fo goatifh in him 


inſtead of kindling it would have damped a Flame; 
- which ſhe reſiſted with a Scorn fo charming gave 


me new Hope and Fire, when to oblige me more, 


„% „ os mm . * 


Part II. 
bent on Love purſued her with a feeble Pace; like 


an old Waod-God chaſing fome coy Nymph, 


who winged with . the flying Wind, 


and though a God he cannot overtake her; and left 
me fainting with new Love, new Hope, new 


Jealoufy, Impatience, Sighs and Wiſhes, in the 
abandoned Grove. Nor could 1 go without another 


View of that dear Place in which I ſaw her lie. 


] went-—and laid me down juſt on the Print which. 
her fair Body made, and cid, and kifled it over 
a thouſand Times with eager Tranſports, and even 
fancied fair Caliſta there; there twas I found the Pa- 
per with the Song which I have ſent you 3 there I 


ran over a thouſand Stratagems to gain another 


View; no little Stateſman had more Plots and: 
Arts than ] to gain this Object I adored, the faſt 
Idea of my burning Heart, now raging wild, 

abandoned all to Love and looſe Deſire ; but hitherto 


my Induſtry is yam; each Day I haunt the thickeſt. 


Groves and Springs, the lowry Walks, cloſe Ar- 
bors; all the Day my buſy Eyes and Heart are 
ſearching her, but vo Intelligence they brin 
In'fine, Octavio, all that I can fince 12 
1 that the bright Caliſia had ſeen a V iſion in this 
Garden, and ever ſince was ſo poſſeſſed with Me- 
lancholy, that ſhe had not ſince quitted her Cham- 
herz ſhe ; is daily preſſing the Count to permit her 
to go into the Garden, to ſee if ſhe can again en- 
counter the loyely Phantom, but whether, Bon any 
Deſcription ſhe hath made of it, (or from any 
other Cauſe) he imagines how it was, I know 


not; but he endeavours all he can to hinder her, 


and tells her it is not lawful to tempt Heaven by 
invoking an Apparition ; ſo that till a fecond View 
caſes the 'T'orments of my Mind, pag is nothing 
in Nature to be conceived ſo raving 1 as Tz 

if my Deſpair of finding her ag: in 
ae Flame, ae of 
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208 | L | 
After this L ee wa hho 1 $I has 
given the greateſt Proofs: o his F riendſhip, yeu 
or I; you being my Rival, truſt me with the Se- 
eret of loving my Mittreſs, which can no Way 
redound to your Diſadvantage ; but I., by telling 
1 u the Secrets of my Soul, put it into your 
ower to ruin me with n and to eſtabliſh 
- yourſelf in her Heart; a Thought I yet am not 
willing to bear, for I have an Ambition in my 
Love, that would not, while I am toiling for 
Empire here, loſe my Dominion in another Place: 
But ſince I can no more rule a Woman's Heart, 
than a Lover's Fate, both you and Sylvia may 
- deceive my Opinion in that, but ſhall never have 
Power. to. make me believe you leſs my Friend, | 


ee g9e Per 
h PHILANDER. 


POSTSCRIPT _ 


1  Incleſed T wed not oblige yu to deliver; 5 jou 
* Igive you Opportunity. es 


Octavio no ſooner arts to that Part of: the 
Dr which named the Count of Clarinau, but 
be ſtopped, and was ſcarce able to proceed, for 
the charming Caliſtia was bis Siſter, the only one 
he had, who ei been bred ima Nunnery, wa 
"taken then” to be married to this old rich Wn, 

who had a great Fortune: Before he \proteeded, 
his Soul divined this was the new Amour that had 
engaged the Heart of his Friend; he was afraid 
to be farther convinced, and yet a Curioſity. to 
know how far he had proceeded, made him read | 
it out with all the Diſorder of a Man jealous of 
"is Honour; and' nicely careful of his Fame; hc 
conſidered her young, about eighteen, married to n 


1 #l: favoured, Te Huſband; no _ th 


_— 
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but bimſelf to right her Wrongs, or revenge her 
Levity; he knew, tho' ſhe wanted no Wit, the did 
Art, for bein bred without the Converſation of 
Men, ſhe had not learnt the little Cunnings of 


her Sex ; he gueſſed by his own Soul that her's 


was ſoft and apt for eee he judged from 
her Confeſſ on to her Huſband of the Viſion, that 
ſhe had a ſimple Innocence, that might betray. a 
young Beauty under ſuch Circumſtances; to all 


this he conſidered the Charms of Philander unre 


ſiſtible, his unwearied. Induſtry in Love, and con- 


cludes, his Siſter loſt. At cit he. upbraids Philan- 


der, and. calls him ungrateful, but ſoon thought 
it unreaſonable to accuſe hind) of an Injuſtice, 
and excuſed, the Frailty of Pbilander, —5 he 
knew not that ſhe whom he adored was Siſter to 


bis Friend; however, it ſailed not to poſſeſs him 
with Inquietude that exerciſed all his Wit, to con- 
ſider how he might prevent an Ne Injury 


to his Honour, and an Intrigue that flbly Make 
coſt his Side Hor Life, as well as 9 In the 
Midſt of all theſe Torments he forgot not the more 


important Buſineſs of his Love: For to a Lover, 


who has his Soul perfectly fixed on the fair Object 
of its Adoration, whatever other Thoughts fatigue 
and cloud his Mind, that, like a ſoft Gleam of new 
ſprung Light, darts in and ſpreads a Glory all 
around, and like the God of Day, chears every 
drooping Vital; yet even theſe dearer Thoughts 
wanted not their Torments. At firſt he 5 to 
atone for the Fears of Caliſla, with thoſe of imagin- 
ing Philander falſe to Sylvia: Mell, cried he 
IV thou be'ft lat, Caliſta, at leaſt. thy Ruin Bas laid 
a Foundation for my Happineſs, and every Triumph 
Philander Ms of thy 22405 it the mers ſecures 
my Empire over * d fince the Brother. can- 
not be happy, but by the 5 Sifter's 
thou, O SO 2 One, e to Philander, aud . 
| ma 


being undone, . 15 


1 " = > 44 _ 
—— . \ 


* » 
i 5 
# 
: ” a 4 : . 
1 page 55 — — 2 —— — — 
= — — * , q 
—— fo Ate. ants . — wy PE n * — o PET” — — Bn 5 — a 
7. B a orgs Oe . © In COR AEST. EPS En LD OO NT IR Ar . 
227 FFF 3 — 2 — 5 2 * x - — — —— GC. 8 — " —— = — — = 
— 
5 2 * — 9 * * Y £ . — 
— 2 — OTST TEL II con i anc; We ww IE ITS Tra ESL Aw, 2 A be = 
- : 1 (6 2%, — >= » A =. = 8 L 
_ * TSS By 


== — * 2 


—— — 
„ - 


—— T —= 
-_ —_ ” " o 3 


9 
At 
1 
> 
bY 5 
4. 
1 
1 
1 
18 
, 4 - 
} 
1141 


4 
ö 


5 
1 
* 
1 
* 
I. 
124 
1 
* 
. 
1 
4 
4 hos 
. 
ft 
FN? 
iT 
Fr 
ob 6 
BE 
T..> p 
z* 
+ © 
= 
7 
: 
5 
. 
* 4 
* 
5 
4 
4 . 
+3 
. 
? 
1 * 
f 
1 
F- 
8 
4 
. 
$ 2} 
#5 
. 
10 
FL 
S - 
* 
5 
8 
t 
by My » 
14 
9 1 
5 0 
117 
11 
1 15 
k 
PL 
5 
= { 
a 
. is 
=. , 
48 
bh 
7 * 4 
\ BEM 
_ 7.” 
481 
j . 
1 
13 
179 
N 
1 
14 
4 
14 
:F £4 
9 
* 


ee thou burry this Slave 16 1 


216  -Tove-Letter, Part Il. 


mae me 'bleft in Sylvia! And thou (continued he) 
oh perjured Lover ani Tnconflant Friend, glut thy 
' 2ſatiate ' Flame ie Caliſta of every Firtue 
Heaven und Natare gave ber, fo I may but revenge 
it on thy Sylvia! Pleaſed with "this joyful Hope 
he i traverſes his Chamber; glowing and bluſhing 
with new Eindling Fire, his Heart that was- all 
gay, diffuſed a Gladneſs, that expreſſed itſelf in 
every Feature of his loyely Face; his Eyes, that 
ere = Nature languifhing, ſhone now with an 
"unuſual Air of Briſknefs, Smiles graced his Mouth, 
and Dimples dreſſed his Face, inſenſibly his buſy 
Pingers trick and "dreſs, and fer His Hair, © and 


7 


 c>withont deſigning it, his Peer ure bearing him to 


* Sybvis, till he ftopt fhort and wondered whither 
me us going, for yet it was not Time to make his 
Viſit FE:ther, fend Hor, {faid he) O xobither 

w returning Kal Es Phangh: 
nom returning back he pauſed and fell to Thaught 
He remembered how injpatihely Sylvia waited 
che Return of the Anſwer he writ to him, where - 
in he owned his Pafkon for that Beauty. He knew 
me permitted him to write it, more to raiſe the 
-1ittle briſk Fires of Jealouſy in Philander, and to 
det an on His arte Love, than from any 
Favours the deſignetl Ofavio And that on this 
Anſwer depended all her Happineſs, or the Con- 


_ (firmation of her Doubts, and chat fhe would mea- 
ſuxe Philander's Love by the Effects ſhe found 
there of it: 'So that never Lover had fo hard a 
Game to play, as our neu dne. He knew he had 

_ Tt new in his Power to ruin his Rival, and to 
make almoſt his own Terms with his fair Con- 
quereſs, but he conſidered the Secret was not 
rendered him for ſo baſe an End, nor could his 
Love advance itfelf by Ways ſo falſe, dull and 
criminal Between each Thought he pauſed, and 

now Tefolves me muſt know he ſent an Anſwer 
* | . en to 
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to his Letter; for ſhould ſhe know he had, and 
that he ſhould refuſe her the Sight of it, he believed 
with Reaſon ſhe oughtꝰto bantſhthim for ever her 
Preſence, as the moſt diſobedient of her Slaves. 


He walks and pauſes on—but no kind. The yh = 


. preſents” it ſelf to — him; either Way he 
himſelf undone, and from the moſt ay, — 


* 8 £ 


triumphing Lover on the Earth, he now, with 


one deſirous Thought of rig er Reaſoning, finds.:he 
is the. moſt miſerable of all the Creation 
the Superſcription of that Philander writ to Sa, 


He reads 


which was incloſed in his, and iinds it was directed 


only For Si,, ' which would plainly demon- 


| ſtrate it came not o into Mallunu, but ihat come 
other Qover ſecured it; ſo that never any but Oπαpꝛ 


via, the maſt nice in Honour, had ever io igreat 
a Conteſt wich Love and Friendſhip: For his noble 


Temper Was not one of thoſe that could ſacrifice 


his Friend to his little Luſts, or his more ſolid 


Paſſion, but truly brave, vceſolves now rather to 


die than to eſs Philonder's Secret 3 to evade 


which he ſent her Letter by his Page, with one 


from himſelf, and commanded him te tell her, 


that he was going to receive ſome Commarids from 


the Prince of Orunge, and that he would wait on 


her himſelf in the Evening. The Page 
- Octavio ſent him with a Sigh, and Eyes 


And 
dg _ 


3 


guiſhingly told him he did it with 
The Page haſtening to Sylvia,” Aude wer in . 
the Diſquiet of an Lover; and inatching 


the Papers from his Hand the firſt ſhe ſaw was 


that from Pbhilauder, at uchich the trembled with 


Fear and Joy, for Hope, Love and Deſpair, at nce 


feized her, and hardly able to make a Sign with her 
Hand, for the Boy to withdraw, the funk: down 
into her Chair, all pale, and almoſt fainting 3 but 
3 her re Crs got 110 5 8 
eis. 
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H, S⁰,j Why all theſe: Doubts and Fears? 
X Wby at this Diſtance do you accuſe your 
Lover, when he is uncapable to fall before you, 
and undeeeive your little Jealouſies. Ok, Sylvia, 
I fear this firſt Reproaching me, is rather the Ef- 
fects of your own Guilt, than any that Love can 
make you think of mine. Les, yes, my Sylvia, 
it is the Waves that roll and glide away, and not 
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the ſteady Shore. Tis you begin to unfaſten 
from the Vows that hold you; and float along the 
- Aattering Tide of Vanity. It is you, whoſe Pride 
and Beauty ſcorning to be confined, give Way to 
the admiring Croud, that ſigh ſor you. Les, 
ves, you, like the reſt of your fair glorious Sex, 
love the Admirer though you hate the Coxcomb. 
It is vain I it is great ! And ſhews your Beauty's 
Power -s it poſſible, that for the Safety of my 
Life I cannot retire, but you muſt think I am fled 
from Love and Sylvia? Or is it poſſible that pi- 
ty ing Tenderneſs that made me uncapable of taking 
Leave of her ſhould be interpreted as falſe and 
baſe - and that an Abſence of thirty Days, ſo forc'd, 
and ſo compelled, , muſt render me inconſtant—— 
loſt . ungrate ful as if that after Sylvia Heaven 
ever made a Beauty that eould charm me? 
Lou char ge my Letter with a thouſand F aults, 
it is ſhort, it is cold, and wants thoſe uſual Soft- 
neſſes that gave them all their Weleome, and 
- their Graces. I fear my Syluia loves the Flatterer, 
and not the Man, the Lover only, not Pbilan- 
den: And ſhe. conſiders him not for himſelf, but 
the gay, glorious Thing he makes of her ! Ah 
00 Self-intereſted | Is that your Juſtice ? You 
never allow for my unhappy Circumſtances.z a 
xx i] | | ; ne ve 


. : 
- a 
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never think how Care oppreſſes me, not what my 
Love contributes to that Care. How : Buſineſs; 
Danger, and a thouſand Ills, take up my harraſſed 
Mind us Power! I love thee ſtill,” my yl 
via, but Lime has made us more familiar now, 
and we begin to leave off Ceremony, and come 
to cloſer Joys to join our Intereſts now, as People 
fixed, reſolved to live and die together; to weave 
our Thoughts and be united ſtronger. At firſt 
we fhew the gayeſt Side of Love, dreſs and be 
nice in every Word and Look, ſet out for Con- 
queſt all; ſpread every Art, uſe every Stratagem 
—But when the Toil is paſt, and the dear Victory 
gained, we then propoſe a little idle Reft, à little 
eaſy Slumber: We then embrace, lay by the 
gaudy Shew, the Plumes and gilded 'Equipage of 
Love, the Trappings of the Conqueror, and dri ng 
the naked Lover to your Arms; we ſhew him 
then uncaſed with all his little Diſadvantages; 
perhaps the flowing Hair, (thoſe Ebony Curls 
you have ſo often combed and dreſſed, and kiſſed) 
ate then put up, and ſhew a fiercer Air, more 
like an Antique Reman than | Philander': And 
ſhall I then, becauſe I want a Grace, be thought 
to love you leſs? Becauſe the embroidered Coat, 
the Point and Garniture's laid Yo muſt I put off 
my Paſſion with my. Dreſs? No, Sylvia, Love 
allows a thouſand little Freedoms; allows me to 
unboſom all my Secrets; tell thee my Wants, my 
s, Fears, Complaints and Dangers, and think it great 
t- kelief if thou but ſigh and pity me: And oft thy 
nd charming Wit has aided me, but now | find thee - 
er, Wl ing to my Pain. O where fhall I unload my 
n- Ml \\ <ight: of Cares, when Sylvia, who was wont 
hut to ſigh and weep, and ſuffer me to eaſe the heavy 


h WM Pu den; now, grows: diſpleaſed and peeviſn with 
ou n Moans, and calls them the Effects of dying 
ere! Iuſtead of thoſe dear Smiles, that fond 


* 
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ere tkat uſed to calm my roi 6 
Storm of Grief, ſhe now reptoaches me with Celd- 
neſs, Want of Cencern,. and Lover's Rhetorick: 
And when. I ſeem to beg Relief and ſheẽ my Soul's 
Reſentmemt, it is then I'm falſe; it is my Averſion, 
or the Effects of ſome new kindling Flame: 1s: 
this fair Dealing, Sylvia Can I not ſpare a little 
Sigh from Love, but you muſt; thinlt I rob you 
of your Due? If Þ omit a tender Name, by which 
_ T uſed to call you, muſt I be thought to loſe that 
Paſſion that taught me ſuch Endearments ? And 
muſt I never refledt upon the Ruin both of my 
Fame and Fortunt, but I muſt run the Riſk of 
 lofing Sylvia ton ? Oh; Crueity of Love! Oli too, 
too fond and jealous Maid, what Crimes thy in- 
nocent Paſſion can create, when it extends beyond 
the Bounds of Reaſon ! Ah too, too nicely tender 
Sylvia, that will not give me Leave to caſt a Thought 
back on my former Glory; yet even that Loſs I 
could ſupport with Tameneſs and Content, if I 
believed my Suffering reached only to my Heart; 
put Sylvia, if the love, muſt ſeel my * 
too, muſt ſhare my Loſs, and want a thouſand Or- 
naments, my ſinking Fortune cannot purchaſe her: 
Believe me, charming Creature, if I ſhould love MF” 
you leſs, I have a Senſe ſo juſt of what you have 
ſuffered for Philander, I'd be content to be a Gally- 
Slave, to give thy Beauty, Birth and Love their 
Dur; but as I am thy faithful Lover ſtill, depend 
upon that Fortune Heaven has left me; which it 
thou canſt (as thou haſt often ſworn) then thou 
would'ſt ſubmit to be chearful ſtill, be gay and 
_ confident, and do not judge my Heart by little 


Words; my Heart too great and fond for ſuch I 
poor Demonſtrations. N | 


+ 


Tou aſk me; Sylbia, where: I am, and what I 
do; and all I can ſay is, that at preſent I am ſaſe 
from any Fears of being delivered up to ons 

Po : an 


* 


* 


and what I do, is ſighing, dying, grieving I want 
my Sylvia; but my Circumſtances yet have nothing 
to encourage that Hope ;, when, I. reſolye, where: 
to ſettle, you ſhall ſee, what haſte. I will. make. to. 
have you brought to me: I am impatient to hear 
from you, and to know how. that. dear Pledge 
of our ſoft, Hours advances, - I. mean, what I be- 
lieve-T left tiles poſſeſſed of, a young Philander : . 
Cheriſh. it, Sylvia, for that. is a certain Obligation... 
to keeꝑ a dying Fire alive; be ſure you do it no 
Hurt by your unneceſſary Grief, thaugh there needs, 
no other Tie but that of Love to. make me more . 


„0 won os no SASHA DER 

IT Sylvia's Fears were great before ſhe. opened 
the Letter, what Were her Pains when all thoſe 
Fears were confirmed from that nevere failing 
Mark of a deelining Love, the Coldneſs and Al- 
teration of the Style of Letters, that firſt Symp- 
tom of a dying Flame ! Oh where, ſaid ſhe, zubere; 
0 perjured Charmer, is all that Ardenq that . uſed... 
warm the Reader 5 Where is all that” natural. 
mocence of. Love that could not, euen io diſcover þ 
ond expreſs a Grace in Eloquence, . farce one ſaſt: 
ord, or one Paſſien © Ob, continued ſhe, be is, 
ſi and gone. from Sylvia and his Vetus; . ſome. . 
ber has him all, els that dear Body, hangs, 
hon that, Face, gazes upon his Eyes,; and. liens 1 
Voice, when ber 15. looking,  fighing, ſiuearing. 
bing, Hing. and damning of Be far ſeme neu 
heavy He is, I will not endure it; aid me, An- 
net 1 O where is the perjured Traitor!“ Antonet, 
ho was waiting on her, ſeeing her riſe. on the 
aden in ſa great a Fury, would haye ſtaid her 


r what was the Occaſion, and by a. Diſcovery 
cale her Heart; but he with all the Fury ima- 
Fi, 2 ginable 
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ty Turns and Ravings, beſeeching her to tell 
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cindble' dung from ber Aude, and jan 10 the 
Fable, and matching up a Penknife, had certainly 
ſent it to ber Heart, had not Antonet Repped to 
her and caught her Hand, which ſhe reſiſted not, 
and blufhing reſigned, with telling her, ſhe was 
. afhamed of her own "Cowardice 3 Por, aid the, 
if it bad defpud to have been Brave, I bad, ſent 
you off, and by 4 noble. Reſolution baus freed this 
Slade within {firiking her Breaſt)" from a Tyranny 
which it ſhould diſdain to ſuffer under : With that 
ſhe raged about the Chamber with broken Words 
and imperfe&t Threatenings, unconſidered Impre- 
cations, and unheeded Vows and Oaths ; at which 
Antonet redoubled her Petition to know the Cauſe ; 
and ſhe replied — Philander ! The gear, the. ſoft, 


the fond and charming Philander is now no more 
the ſame. © O, Antonet, ſaid ſhe, did thou but ſee 
this Letter compared to thoſe of heretofore, when 
Love was gay eee when new Deſire dreſſed 
his et Eyes in Tears, and taught his Tongue the 
Harmony of Angels; when every tender Word bal 
more of Paſſion, than Volumes of" this forced, this 
rrifling Buſineſs; O thou wouldff ſay I were the 
wretchede/t Thing that ever Nature made O), 
' thou wouldſt curſe as I d. not the dear Murderer, 
but thy frantick Self, thy mad, deceived, believing, 
eaſy Self; if thou wert | ſo undene— hen while ſhe. 
wept ſhe gave Antonet Liberty to ſpeak, which 
was to perſuade her, her Fears were vain ; fhe 
urged every Argument of Love ſhe had been Wit- 
neſs to, and could not think it poſſible he could 
be falſe. To all which the ſtill weeping Sy/v 
lent a willing Ear; for Lovers are much inclincd 
to believe every Thing; they wiſh. Antonet, having 
a little calmed her, continued telling her, that to 
be better convinced of his Love, or his Petfidy, 
ſhe ought to have Patience till Ofayro ſhould 
come to viſit her; For you have forgotten, 2 * 
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he is your Lover: For Antonet was waiting at the 
reading of that Letter, nor was there any Thing the 
open-hearted Sylvia concealed from that Servant; 


Sylvia believed after ſhe had entruſted the Secret of 
one Amour to her Diſcretion, ſhe might conteal* 
none. See, Madam, ſays Antoner, here is a Let- 


impatient for the Return of OFavie's Anſwer from 
 Philander, expecting from thence the Confirma- 

tion of all her Doudts, haſtily ſnatched the Letter 

out of Antenet's Hand, and read it, hoping to have 


Way or other; a Soul the moſt raging and haughty 
by Nature that ever poſſeſſed a Body: The Words: 


J leaſt you will pity me, oh charming Sylvia, 


when you ſhall call to Mind the cruel Ser- 
vices I am obliged to render you, to be the Meſ- 


God plead fo ftrongly for already in your Heart. 
If, after this, you can propoſe a Torture that 
yet may ſpeak my Paſſion and Obedience in any 
higher Meaſure, command and t my Fortitude; - 
tor I too well divine, O rigorous Beauty, the Bu- 
lineſs of your Love - ſick Slave will be only to give 
you Proofs how much he does adore you, and 
never to taſte a Joy, even in a diſtant Hope; like 
Lamps in Urns my laſting Fire muſt burn, with 


erer it be thy wretched Fate to ſee the Lord of 
Von TC” F 
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and Women who have made à Breach in their 
Honour, are ſeldom ſo careful of their Reſt of 
Fame, as thoſe who have a Stock entire; and 


ter yet unread : Sylvia, who had been a great while 


found ſomething there to have eaſed her Soul one 
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2 ſhall fee in thoſe ſoft. Eyes that you adore, a 
Lang 


Beauty to him; hen you behold his Bluſhes 
fade and riſe at the Approa 


— pity poor Octavio. : 


Slave, and your Adorer,. 


; 


wet with the Tears that ſtreamed from her bright 
Eyes. Yes, yes, (cried ſhe, laying the Letter down) 


_ but a knawn- Truth Alas, yon know too well ihe 


| Changes in Philander ! 4b Madam, replied Anto- 
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uiſnment and Joy if you but name another 


ches of another Miſtreſs, 
hear broken Sighs and udaſſured Replies, 
whenever he anſwers: ſome new Conqueteſs; 
Tremblings and Pantings ſeizing every Part at 
the warm Touch as of a ſecond Charmer: Ah, 
Sytvia,. do but do me. Juſtice: then, and fighing ſay 


Take here a Letter from the Bleſt Phoander,. 
which I had brought myſelf, but cannot. bear the 
Torment of that Joy that I ſhall ſee advancing in 
your Eyes when .yow: ſhall read it over - n¹d— it is 
too much that I imagine all ! Vet bleſs that patient 
Fondneſs of my Paſſion: that makes mo ſtill your 


oc rA 


At finiſhing this, the jealous Fair One redoubled 
her Tears with ſuch Violence, that it was in vain 
her Woman ſtrove to abate the flowing Tide by 
all the reaſonable, Arguments ſhe could bring to 
Her Aid; and Sylvia, to encreafe it, read again 
the latter Part of 


— 


the ominous Letter; which ſhe 


I know, Octavio, this is no Prophecy of yours, 
fatal Time is already come, when I Hall find thi: 


net, how curious are you 10 ſearch out Torment fi 
your” own" Heart, and as much a Lover as yen are, 
how little di you- under/iand the Arts. and Politics 


_ 


of Love Alas, Madam, continued ſhe, you your- 


elf have armed my Lord Octavio with: theſe apo Wl «© 


bat wound you : The 14% Time he writ-t0. my. 5. 
f x . 3 TIE 2 4 el ü i. 
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Part H. Dude Enn ang 
Philander, he fond you poſſeſſed. with a thouſand 
Fears and Fealouftts ; of thiſe he took Advantage. to 
attack his Rival : For what Man is there fo dull, 


that would not afſault his Enemy in that Part where 
it gt conſiderable Miſchief. may be dont him s, 
It is d Octavio? Interet, and his Bujmeſs, to. 
render Philander falſe, to giue you all the Umbrage 
that is poſſible of ſo powerful a Rival, and to ſay 
any Thing that may render him hateful to you, or at 
leaft to mate him love you: leſs. Away, (replied 
Syluia with an uneaſy Smile) how foali/h are thy 
Reafinings ; for were it poffible I could love Philan- 
der leſs, is it to be imagined that ſhould make Way 
for Octavio in my Heart, or any after that dear 
Deceiver ? No doubt of it, replied Antonet, but 
that very Effect it would have on your Heart; for 
Love in the Soul of a witty Perſon is like a Stain 
of Silk ; to unwind it from the Bottom, you muſt 
wind it on another, or it runs into Confuſion, and 
becomes of no Uſe, and then of Courſe, as one leſſens 
the other encreaſes, and what Phifander loſes in 
Love, Octavio, or ſome one induſtrious Lover, 
will moſt certainly gain. Oh, replied Sylvia, you 
are a great Philo A ax in Love. IT ſhould, Madam, 
eried Antonet, had I but had a good Memory, for 
J had a young Churchman once in Love with me, 
who has read many a Philsſophical Lecture to me 
upon Love; among the reſt, he uſed ts ſay the Soul 
was all compoſed of Love. 7 uſed to aſe him then, 
If it were formed of ſo ſoft Materials, how it came 
to paſs that we were no oftener in Love, or why fo 
many were ſo long 1 they loved, and others wha 
never loved at all? No queſtion but he anfwered your 
| wiſely, ſaid Sylvia careleſly, and ſighing, with her 
Thoughts but half attentive. Marry, and ſo be did, 
cried Antonet, at leaſt I thaught ſo then, becauſe 
loved à little. He ſaid, Love of ſelf was un- 
active, but it was informed by Objef ; and then too 
| y — K 2 „ 
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that Object muſt 3 on Pte 'F (for 3 hi 8 


all Love, are not to love all.) Now Fancy, he ſaid, 


quas ſometimes nice, humorous, and fantaſtick, which 


7s the Reaſon we fo often love thoſe of no Merit, 
and deſpiſe thoſe that are mo/? excellent ; and ſoms- 


times Fancy guides us to like neither; he uſed to 


ſay, Women were like Miſers, though. they had al. 


ways Love in Store, t 3. cared to part h 
. and Security, . Cent. 
eart for Heart at leaft ; 


it, but on very. 22 


per Cent. moſt commonly, 
and for Security, he aid. toe were moſt Times too 


| unconſci onable, we aſked Vows at leaſt, at worſt 


Matriminy----=-Half angry, Sylvia cried--=-- fn 


 zuhat 1s all this to my loving again ? O05 Madam, 
replied Antonet, He ſaid a Woman was lite a 
Gamefter, i on the winning Hand, Hope, Intere „ 


and Vanity made him play on, beſides the Pleaſure 


of the Play itſelf; if on the loſing, then he conti- 


 nued throwing at alli 7 de a Stake at 22 if not to 
recover all; ſo either Way they find Occaſion to con- 
trnue the Game. But oh, ſaid Gee ſighing, what 


Pall that Gameſter fer, whi has already played for 


all he had, and It it wt a Caft ? Oh, Madam, 
replied Fame, the Young and Fair find Credit 
every where, there is till a Proſpect of a Return, 


and that Gamęſter that plays thus upon the Tick 


2s ſure to boſe but little; and if they win it is all 


clear Gains. I find, ſaid Sylvia, you are a good 
—_ in Love ; you are for the frugal Part of 
| Faith, Madam, ſaid Antonet, J am indeed of 
2 Opinion, that Love and Intereſt always do beſt 


together, as two moſt excellent Ingredients in that 
rare Art of preſerving of Beauty. Love makes us 

ut on all our Charms, and Intereſt gives us all the 
Advantage of Dreſs, without which Beauty is lo 72 
and of little Uſe. Love would have us appear always 
new, always gay, and magnificent, and Money alone 


can render us ſo; z nw We N no omen want Lo- 
Der 


Zi D — a 
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ders fo much as theſe who want Petticoats, Fetvelr, 
and all the neceſſary Trifles of Gallantry. Of this 
laft Opinion I find you wel to be; for even when 
ctavio comes, on whoſe Heart you have no De- 

An, I fee” you dreſs to 75 beſt nee and put 

on many, to lite one: Why is this, but that even 
unknown to | yourſelf, you have 4 ſecret Foy and 
Pleaſure in gaining Conqueſts, and of being adored, 
and thought the moſt charming of your Sex? That 
is not from the Inconſtancy of my Heart, cried: Syl- 
via, but from the little Vanity 1 our” Natures. Oh, 
Madam, _— Antonet, is no Friend to 
Love like Vanity; it is the falſeſt Betrayer of a 
Woman's Heart of any Paſſion, not Love elf be- 
trays her ſooner to Love than Vanity or Pride; 
and Madam, I would I might have the Plea ſure of 
my next Wiſh, when I eg you not only Jiſtening to 
the Love of Octavio, but even approving it too. 
Away, ' replied Sylvia, in frowning, your Mirth 
grows rude and troubleſome--=-Go bid the Page wait 
while I return an _ nſwer to what his Lord has ſent 
me. So ſittin e Table ſhe diſmiſſed Antonet, 
and writ Ub following Ay | 


Nl + at 
* * 


8 114 7 or 


C Find, Obtavio, this little Gallaniry of yours, 
of ſhewing me the Lover, ſtands you in very 
great Stead, and ſerves you upon all Occafions for 
Abundance of Uſes ; amongſt the reſt, it is no ſmall 
Obligation you have to it, for furniſhing you with 
handſome Pretences to keep from thoſe who im- 
portune you, and from giving them that Satisfaction 
by your Counſel and Converſation, which poſſi- 
bly the Unfortunate may have Need of ſometimes; 
and when you are preſſed and obliged to render 
me the F TP of your Viſits, this neceſſary 
K 3 | ready 
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She read it over; and. was often about to tear 


it, fancying it was tao kind: But when ſhe confir 
dered it was from go ther Inclination of ber Heart 

than that of getting the Secrets out of his, {ſhe pare 
doned herſelf the little Levity ſhe found it guilty 
of; all which, conſidering as the Effects of the 
violent Paſſion ſhe had for Ph:ilander, ſhe found 
it eaſy 10 do; and. ſealing it ſhe gave it to Antonet 
to deliver to the Page, and ſet herſelf down to 
eaſe her Soul of its heavy Weight of Grief by her 
Complaints to the dear Author of her Pain; for 


when 2 Lover js inſupportably afflicted, there is 


no Eaſe like that of writing to the Perſon loved; and 
that, all that comes uppermoſt in the Soul: For 
true Loye is all unthinking artleſs Speaking, in- 
correct Diſorder, and without Method, as tis with- 
out Bounds or Rules; ſuch were Syluig's unſtudied 
Thoughts, and ſuch her following Letter. 


S8 1 


Part IL. 


Lane-Letters . „ 223 . 


$yLvIA 170 PBIIAN DER. 


H my Philander, how hard it is to —_— 
& doubt, when I confider all thy paſt 
tender Vows, when I reflect how thou haſt loved 
and ſworn. Methinks I hear the Muſick of thy 
Voice ſtill whiſpering in my Boſom; methinks 
the charming Saftneſs of th thy Words remains like 
ng — Eeho's of my Soul, whoſe diftant Voices 
x apy cov decay, fil they be heard no more 
me ve read thy Letter over and over, and turned 
the denſe a thouſand ſeveral Ways, and all to make 
it ſpeak and look hike Le O F have flattered 
it with all my Heart. Sometimes I fancied my ill 
Reading ſpoiled it, and then I tuned my Voice'to, 
ſofter Notes, and read it over again; but ſtill the 
Words appeared too rough and harſh for any mev- 
ing Air; which Way ſuever F changed, which Way 
ſoever I queſtioned Nef Love, it anſwered in ſach 
Language as others would perhaps interpret Love, 
ä — but I, who've heard the very 
God himf{clf ſpeak from thy wondrous Lips, and 
known him guide thy Pen, when all the Eloquence 
of moving flowed from th mn 
Tongue] When 1 Hs ſeen thee fainting ar my 
Feet, (whilſt: all Heaven | 'in th 
Face) and now and then "gk out a cling 
Word, in which there was contained more 1 
more Boul, than all che Arts of Speaking 
found ; what Seuſe? Oh what Refleftions oy 1 
make on this Decay, this ſtrange this ſudden 
Alteration in 23 But that the Cauſe is Aed; and 
the Effect is ceaſed, the God retired; and all the 
Oracles fenced ! Confeſs —— 6h thou Eternal 
Conqueror ef my Soul, whom! every Hour, and 
every tender Joy, render move eur and lovely 
Tell me why __ loveſt me, and loyeſt 
4 as 
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as well) does Love not dictate to thee as before ? 
Doſt thou want Words? Oh then begin again, re- 
peat the old ones over ten thouſand Times; ſuch 
Repetitions are Love's'Rhetorick ! How often have 
4 asked thee in an Hour, when my fond Soul was 
doating on thy Eyes, when with my Arms claſp- 
ing thy yielding Neck, my Lips imprinting Kiſſes 
on thy Cheeks, and taking in the Breath that ſighed 
from thine! How often have I asked this little but 
important Queſtion of thee? Does my Philander 
ove me I hen Kiſs thee for thy Tes and Sighs, 
and ask again; and fill my Soul was raviſhed with 
new Joy, when thou wouldft anſwer, Tes, I love 
thee dearly ] And if I thought you ſpoke! it with a 
Tone that ſeemed leſs ſoft and fervent than I 
wiſhed, I asked ſo often, till I made thee anſwer 
in ſuch a Voice as I would wiſh to hear it; all 
this had been impertinent and fooliſh in any Thing 
but Love, to any but a Lover: But oh give 
me the Impertinence of Love] Talk little Non- 
ſenſe to me all the Day, and be as wanton as 2 
ect Cupid, and that will pleaſe and charm my 
k Heart: better than all fine Senſe and 

Keaf, oning. . | 
. Tell me, P Llander, 5 W new TORR wether 

ul; Misfortune has befallen thee, - greater 


than what we have experienced yet, to drive the 


little God out of thy Heart, and make thee ſo un- 
like my ſoft Philander ? What Place contains 


thee, or what Pleaſures eaſe thee, that thou art 


moy.. contented. to live a tedious Day without 
thy Sylvia! How then the long long Age of 
forty more, and yet thou liveſt, art patient, tame 


and well; thou talkeſt not tow of Ravings, or 


of Dying, but look'ſt about thee like a well pleaſed 


Conqueror after the Toils of Battle Oh, I have 


known a Time — but let me never think upon it 


1 It cannot be remembered without Madneſs ! 


— ; 
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What, think thee fallen from Love! To think, that 
I muſt never hear thee more pouring thy Soul out 
in ſoft Sighs of Love? A thouſand dear Expreſ- 
ſions by which I knew the Story of thy Heart, 
and while you tell it, bid me feel it panting— 
Never to ſee thy Eyes fixed on my Face—till the 
ſoft Showers of Joy would gently fall and hang 
theirſhining Dew upon thy Looks, then in a Tran- 
ſport ſnatch me to thy Boſom, and ſigh a thouſand 
Times ere thou couldſt utter Ab Sylvia, how [ 
love thee—Oh the dear Eloquence thoſe few ſhort 
Words contain, when they are ſent with Lovers 
Accents to a Soul all languiſhing ! But now—— 
alas, thy Love is more familiar grown —— oh 
take the other Part of the Proverb too, and fay 
it has bred Contempt, for nothing leſs than that 
ro Letter ſhews, but more it does, and that is 
ndifference, leſs to be borne than Hate, or any 
Thing 8 
At leaſt be juſt, and let me know my Doom: 
Do not deceive the Heart that truſted all thy Vows; 
if thou be'ſt generous—if thou letteſt me know— 
thy Date of ee. out (for Love perhaps as 
Life has Dates) and equally uncertain, and thou 
no more canſt ſtay the one than the other; yet if 
thou art ſo kind for all my Honour loſt; my 
Youth undone, my Beauty tarniſhed, and my laſt- 
ing Vows, to let me fairly know thou art depart- 
ing, my worthleſs Life will be the only Loſs: 
But if thou ſtill: continueſt to impoſe: upon my 
eaſy Faith, and I ſhould any other Way learn 
my approaching Fate look to it Philander, She 
that had the Courage to abandon all for Love 
and faithleſs thee, can, when ſhe finds herſelf 
betrayed and loſt, nobly revenge the Ruin of 
her Fame, and ſend thee to the other World 


„ hs 
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She having writ this, read it over, and fancied 
me had not ſpoke half the Senſe: of her Soul — 
fancied if ſne were again to begin, ſhe could ex- 
preſs herſelf much more to the Purpoſe the de- 
figned, than ſhe had done, She began again, and 
writ two or three new ones, but they were either 
too kind or too rough; the firſt ſhe feared would 
ſhew a Weakneſs of Spirit, fince he had given her 
Occaſion of Jealonſy; the laft the feared would 
diſdblige if all theſe Jealouſies were falſe; the 
therefore tore thoſe laft ſhe had writ, and before 
ſhe ſcaled up the firſt the read Philander s Extter 
again, but ſtill ended it with Fears that did hot 
leſſen thoſe the had firſt conceived ; ſtill ſhe thought 
ſhe had more to ſay, as Lovers do, who are never 
weary. of Speaking or Writing to the dear Object 
of their Vows; and having already forgotten 
what ſhe bad juſt ſaid before—and her Heart being 
by this Time as full as ere ſhe began, ſhe took up 
her complaining Pen, and made it ſay this in the 
Covert of the Lette. 
Oh Philander ! Oh thou eternal Charmer of 
my Soul, how fain I would repent me of the 
cruel Thoughts I have of thee! When I had fi- 
niſhed this Incloſed I read again thy chilling Let- 
ter, and firove with all the Force of Love and 
ſoft Imagination, to find a. dear Oecaſion of aſk- 
ing Pardon: for thoſe Fears which preſs my break- 


_  3ng Heart: But oh, the more 1 read, the more 


they ſtrike upon my tendereſt Part, ——fomething 
J very cold, ſo careleſs and indifferent you end 
your Letter with I will not think of it by 
Heaven it makes me rave and hate my little 
Power, that could no longer keep thee ſoft and 
kind. Oh if thoſe killing Fears (bred by Exceſs 
of Love) are vainly taken up, in Pity, my Ado- 
rable—in Pity to my tortured Soul convince them, 
redreis the — of my jealous Doubts, _ 

N „ 3 | either 


. 


F 
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either Way confirm-me 5; he Kind. to her thy dies 
and Janguiſhes for thee, return me all the Softneſs 
that firſt charmed me, or frankly tell mg my. ap- 
proaching Fate. Be A of be kind to t 


eee eee 1 5 
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She hw the had ended val, but here of 
ſhe read Philander's Letter, as if on Purpoſe to 

new Torments out for a Heart to much preſſed 
already; a Sour that is always mixt with the 
Sweets of Love, à Pain that ever accompanies 
the Pleaſure. Love elſe were not to be numbered 
among the Paſſions of Men, and was at firſt or- 
dained in Heaven for ſome divine Motion of the 
Soul, till Adam, with his Loſs of Paradiſe, de- 
bauched it with Jealouſies, Fears and Curiolities, 
and mixt it with all that was afflicting; but you'll 
ſay he had Reaſon to be jealous, whoſe Woman, 
for Want of other Seducers, liſtened to the Serpent, 
and for the Love of Change, would give Way 
even to a Devil; this little Love of 3 and 
Knowledge has been entailed upon her Daughters 
ever ſinee, and I have known more Women ren- 
dered unhappy and miſerable from this Formęnt 
of Curioſity, „ich they bring upon themſelves, 
than have ever been undone by 12 villainous Men. 
One of this Humour was our haughty and charm- 
ing Sylvia, whoſe Pride and Beauty poſleſſing her 
with a Belief that all Men were born to die her 
Slaves, made her uneaſy at every Action of the 
Lover (whether beloved or not) that did but ſeem 
to ſlight her Empire: But where indeed the loved 
and doated, as now in Philanger, this Humour 
put her on the Rack at every Thought or Fancy 
that he might break bis — and having laid the 
laſt Obligation upon him, ſhe expected him to be 


her = for ever, _ treated him with all the 
K 6 haughty 
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haugh rn of her Sex, in all thoſe Moments 


when Softneſs was not predominant in her Soul. 


She was chagrin at every Thing, if but diſpleaſed 


with one Thing; and while ſhe gave Torments to 
others, ſhe failed not to feel them the moſt ſenſibly 


Herſelf ;-ſo that ftill ſearching for new Occaſion 
of Quarrel with Philander, ſhe drew on herſelf 


moſt intolerable 'Pains, ſuch as doubting Lovers 


feel after long Hopes and confirmed Joy; ſhe reads 
and weeps, and when ſhe came to that Part of it 
that inquired of the Health and Being of the Pledge 


bf Love ſhe grew fo tender that ſhe was almoſt 


faintitig in her Chair, but recovering from the ſoft 


Reflection, and finding ſhe had ſaid nothing of it 
| already, ſhe took her Pen again and writ, 


* You aſk me, oh charming Philander, how the 
Pledge of our ſoft Hours thrives * Alas, as if it 
meant to brave the worſt of Fate ! It does advance 
my Sorrows, and all your Cruelties have not de- 
droyed that: But I till bear about me the Deſtiny 
of many a ſighing Maid, that this (who will, 1 
am ſure, be like Philander ) will ry With his 
| Looks: 3 1 . Th? 
Thou Card! Treaſure of my Sout; forgive me, 
he have wronged thy Love, Adieu. 
She made an End of writing this; juſt when Au- 
ue, arrived, and told her O#avio was alighted 


k the Gate, and coming te viſit ber, which gave 


Her Oecccaſien to ſay this of him to Philander. 
J think 1 had not ended here, but that Octavio, 

: the braveſt and the beſt of Friends, is come to 
+ 'viſit me. The only Satisfaction 1 have to ſupport 
my Life in Philander's Abſence. Pay him thoſe 
Thanks that are due to him from me; pay 

him for al the generous Cares he has taken of me; 


| beyond. 4 Friend Almoſt Philander in his bloom- 


Ing Paſſion, when it was all new and young, and 


Full oe Duty, could not BI ans his Ser- 
[7 vice 


- 
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vice with a more awful Induſtry : Sure he was 
made for Love and glorious Friendſhip. Cheriſh 
him then, preſerve him next your Soul, for he is 
a Jewel fit for ſuch a Cabinet: His Form, his 
Parts, and every noble Action, ſhews us the Royal 


Race from whence he ſprung, and the. victorious 


Orange confeſles him his own in every Virtue, and 
in every Grace; nor can the lllegitimacy eclipſe 
him: Sure he was got in the firſt Heat of Love, 


which formed him ſo a Heroe But no more. 


Philander is as kind a Judge as. „ 
89 - 5  SYLFTA 


She 8 finiſhed 1516 | and ſealed "i 


but Octavio came into the Chamber, and with 


ſuch an Air, with ſuch a Grace and Mien he ap- 
proached her- with all the Languiſhment of ſeft 
trembling Love in his Face, which with the Ad- 
dition of the Dreſs he was that Day in, (which. 
was extremely rich and advantagious, and altoge- 


ther ſuch as pleaſes the Vanity of Women, I 


have ſince heard the charming Sylvia ſay, in Spite 
of her Tenderneſs for Philander, ſhe found a ſoft 
Emotion in her Soul, a kind of Pleaſure at his 
Approach, which made her bluſh with ſome kind 
of Anger at her own Eaſineſs. Nor could ſhe 
have bluſhed in a more happy Seaſon ;. for Octauio 
faw it, and it ſerved: at once to add a Luſtre to 


her paler Beauty, and to betray ſome little kind 


Sentiment, which poſſeſſed him with a Joy that 
had the ſame Effects on him: Syluia ſaw it; and 
the Care ſhe took to hide her own, ſerved but to 
increaſe her Bluſhes, which put her into a Confu- 
ſion ſhe had much ado to reclaim : She caſt 
her Eyes to Earth, and leaning her Cheek on her 
Hand, ſhe continued on her Seat without paying 


him that uſual Ceremony ſhe was wont to do; 


while he ſtood. Spegchleſs for a Moment, gazing 
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on her with infinite Satisfaction: When ſhe, to 


aſſume a Formality as well as ſhe could, roſe up 
and cried, (fearing he had ſeen too much err 


baue been confidering afier what —__ 1 _— 
_ 


2 receive ou? And white I was fo, 1 lei 
uilities id, which your ity and. 
Manners K Ab, M —4 
replied he ſighing, of you would reteiue me a i 
merited, and you ought, at leaſt you would receive 
onate Lover "thor ever adored 
yo. 1 was rather believing, ſaid Sylvia, thai J 
ought to have received you as my Foe; ſince you 
conceal from me ſo long what you cannot but believe 


J am extreamly impatient of bearing, and what ſo 


nearly concerns my Repoſo. At this, he only 
anſwering with a Sigh, the purſued, Sure, Octa- 
vio, you under/iand me : Philander's Anſwer: to the 
Letter o your confeſſing Paſſion, has not ſo long 
been the Subject of our Diſcourſe and Eæpectution, 
but you gueſs at what I mean Octavio, who on 
all Occaſions wanted not Wit, or Reply, was 
here at a Loſs what to anſwer ; notwithſtanding 
he had conſidered before what he would ſay: But 


let thoſe in Love fancy, and make what fine 


Speeches they pleaſe, and believe themſelves fur- 
niſhed with Ab: ndance of eloquent Harangues, at 


the Sight of the dear Object they loſe them all, and 


Love'teaches them a Dialect much more prevailing, 
without the Expence of duller Thought: Aud 
they leave unſaid all they had ſo floridly formed 


' before, a Sigh a thouſand Things with more Suc- 


ceſs: Love, like Poetry, cannot be taught, but 


uninſtructed floiys without painful Study, if it be 


true; it is born in the Soul, a noble Inſpiration, 
net a Science | Such was Octavio 8, he thought it 


daiſhonourable to be guilty! of the Meanneſs of a 
Lye; and ſay he had no Anſwer: He thought it 


we, to N he had one ant would not ſhew it 
by | 229955 75 
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Hlvia; and he believed it the Height of ungenerous 
Baſeneis to ſhew it. While he remained this Mo- 
ment ſilent, Syluia, whoſe Love, Jealouſy, and 
Impatience endured no Delay, with a malicious 
half Smile, and a Tone all angry, Scorn in her 
| Eyes, and Paſſion on her Tongue, ſhe cried——- 
It is well, Octavio, that you jo. early let me know, 
you can be falſe, unjuſt, and 2 3 you bnew 
your Power, aud in Pity to that Yeuth and Eaſi- 
neſs you found in me, have given a eiuil Warning 
to my Heart. In this 1 muſt confeſs, continued 
ſhe, you have given a much greater Teſtimony of 
your Friendſhip for Philander, than yeur Paſſiun 
for Sylvia, and I ſuppoſe you came not here to re- 
ſolve yourſelf which you ſhould prefer ; that was d- 
cided ere you arrived, and this Viſit I imagine was 
only to put me out of Doubt. Piece of Charity 
you might have ſpared. She ended this with a 
Scorn, that had a thouſand Charms, becauſe it 
cave him a little Hope; and he anſwered with a 
Sigh, Ab, Madam, how very eaſy you find it to en- 
tertain Thoughts diſaduantagious of me : And how 
ſmall a Fault your Wit and Cruelty can improve to 
a Crime You are not offended at my Friendſbip 
for Philander. I &now you do not value my Life, 
and my Repoſe ſo much, as to be concerned who, or 
what ſhares this Heart that adores you No, it has 
not merited that Glory; nor dare 1 preſume to hope, 
you ſhould ſe much as' wiſh my. Paſſion for Sylvia, 
ſhould furmount my Friendſhip to Philander. FI did, 
replied ſhe, with a Scorn, I perceiue I might wiſh in 
vain, Madam, anſwered he, I have tos Divine an 
Opinion of the Fuſtice of the charming Sylvia to believe 
{ ought, or could mate my Approaches to her Heart, 
by Ways ſe baſe and ungenerous, the Reſult of even 
tolerated Treaſon is to hate. the ee ard hb, Joe 
are very nice, Octavio, replied Sylvia, in your 
Fundlilio te Philander; but I perceive you are * 
GEES >" : 7 
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find Honour in you Men, is only what yen pleaſe 


to make it; for at the ſame Time you think it unge- 


nerous to betray Philander, you believe it no Breach 


of Honour to -betray the eternal Repoſe of Sylvia, 


You have promiſed Philander your Friendſhip ;' you 
have avowed yourſelf my Lover, ny Slave, my 
Friend, my every Thing ; and yet not one 4 theſe 
has any Tye to oblige: you to my Intereſt: . 

me, continued ſhe, when you laſt writ to Bim; was 


it not in order to recerve an Anſwer. from him? 


And was not I to ſee that Anſwer * And here you 


think it no Diſhonour to break your Word or Pro- 


miſe ; by which I find your falſe Nations. of Viriue 
and Honour, with which you ſerve yourſelves, when 


"Intereſt, Deſign, or Self- Lous makes you think it 
neceſſury. adam, replied Octavio, you are pleaſed 
to- purſue your Anger, as if indeed I had diſobeyed 
your Command, or refuſed te ſhew yau what you 


imagine I have from Philander : Yes, I do, replied 


the haſtily; and wonder why you ſhould have a 
greater Friendſhip for Philander, than for Sylvia; 
eſpecrally ¶ it be true that you ſay, you have joined 
Loue to Friendſhip : Or are you of the Opinion of 
thoſe. that cry, they cannot be a Lover and à Friend 


/ the ſame Object. Ab, Madam, cried our per- 
plexed Lover, I beg you to believe, I think it ., 


much more my Daty- and Inclination to ſerve and 


obey Sylvia, than J do Philander, that I fwear to 


you, oh charming Conquereſs of my Sou, if Phi- 
lander have betrayed Sylvia, be has at the ſame 


Time betrazed Octavio. and that J wwould revenge 
it with the Loſs of my Lije : In injuring the adorabl: 


Sylvia, believe me, lovely Maid, be injures jo 
much more -than a Friend, as Honour is above the 


Inclinations; if he wrong you, by Heaven he cancel 


"ell He wrongs my Soul, my Honour, Miftrefs, and 
* - Siſter Fearing he had ſaid too much, he 
+ | „„ | ſtopped 


* 


* 


* 
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ſtopped and ſighed at the Word Sifter, and caſting 
down his Eyes, bluſhing with Shame and Anger, 
he continued. Oh give me Leave to ſay a Sifler, Ma- 
dam, leſt Miſtreſs had been too daring and pre- 
ſumptuous, and a Title that would not juſtify my 
Quarrel half ſo well, fince it would take the Honour 
from my juſt Reſentment, and blaſt it with the 
Scandal , Self Intereſt or jealous Revenge. What 
you ſay, replied ſhe, deſerves Abundance of Acknow- 
ledgment; but if you would have me believe you, 
you ought to hide nothing from me; and he, me- 
thinks, that bas ſo daring to confeſs his Paſſion to 
Philander, may after that, venture on any Dif- 
covery «© In ſhort, Octavio, I demand to ſee 
the Return yon have from Philander, for of 
ſibly--==-ſaid ſhe, ſweetening her charming Face 
into a Smile deſigned, I ſhould not be diſpleaſed 
to find I might with more Freedam recetve your 
Addreſſes, and on the pgs hc Philander's Rea- 
ſoning "may depend a great Part of your Fate, or 
Fortune Come, come, produce your Credentials, 
they may recommend your Heart more effettually 
than all the fine Things you can ſay; you know how 
the leaſt Appearance of à Slight from a' Lover may 
advance the Pride of a Miftreſs ; and Pride in this 
A Fair will be your beſt Advocate. Thus ſhe inſinu- 
ated with all her Female Arts, and put on all 
her Charms of Looks and Smiles, ſweetened her 
Mouth, ſoftened her Voice and Eyes, aſſuming 
all the Tenderneſs and little Affectations her ſubtle 
Sex was capable of, while he lay all raviſned and 
| almoſt expiring at her Feet; ſometimes tranſported 
with imagined Joys in the Poſſeſſion of the dear 
flattering Charmer, he was ready to unravel all 
the Secrets of Philanders Letter; but Honour 
yet was even above his Paſſion, and made him 
bluſh at his firſt haſty Thought; and now he 
itrove to put her off with all the Art he could, 


— 
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who had ſo very little in his Nature, and whoſe 
real Loye and perfect Honour had ſet him above 
the little Evaſions of Truth, who ſcorned in all 
other Caſes the Baſeneſs and Cowardice of a Lie; 
and fo unſucceſsful now was the little boneft Cheat, 
which he knew not how to manage well, that it was 
ſoon diſcovered to the witty, jealous, and angry 
S. via: So that after all the Rage a paſſionate 
Woman could expreſs, who believed herſelf in- 


jured by the only two Perſons in the World from 
whom ſhe expected moſt Adoration ; ſhe had Re- 


courſe to that natural and ſoftening Aid of her Sex, 
her Tears; and having already reproached Odbovio 
.with all. the Malice ef 8 defeated Woman, ſhe 
now continued it in ſo moving a Manner, that our 
Hiro could no longer remain unconquered by that 
_ powerful Way of Charming, but unfixed to all he 

Had reſolved, gave up, at leaft, a Part of the Se- 


£ret, and owned he had s Letter from Philender ; 


and after this Confeſſion knowing very well he 


could not keep her from the Sight of it; no, tho 


an Empire were rendered her to buy it off ; his 
Wit was next employed how be ſhould defend the 
Senſe of it, that the might not think Philondir 
falſe, In order te this, he, forcing 2 Smile, told 
her, that Philander was the moſt malicious of his 
Sex, and had contrived the beſt Stratagem in the 
World 10 find whether Sylvia ſtill loved, or Ofa- 
dis retained his Friend ſhip for him: Aud but that, 
continued be, I inow the Nature of your curious 
Her ts be ſuch, that if I fhowld perſuade you not io 
ſee it, it would but the more inflame your Defire of 


' ſeeing it; I would aſe no more of the charming 


Sylvia, than that ſhe would not oblage me is fbew 
- what would turn jo greatly ts my own Advantage 
I were nat tao ſenſible, it 1s but 10: entrap ner, 
that Philander has taken this Methed in his Anfwer. 
Believe me, adorable Sylvia, I plead againft my _ 


Life 
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Life, while 1 beg you not to put my Honsur to the 
Tel, by commanding me to fhew this Letter, and 
that I juin againfl the Intereſt of my own Eternal 
Repoſe while I plead thus. She hears him with a 
hundred r Countenance, Love, Rage, 
and Jealouſy ſwell in her ſierce Eyes, her Breath - 
beats ſhort, and ſhe was ready to burſt into Speak» 
ing before he had finiſhed what he had to ſay ; the 
called up all the little Diſcretion and Reaſon Love 
had left her to manage herſelf as ſhe ought in this 
great Occaſion ; ſhe bit her Lips, and ſwallowed 
her riſing . but he ſoon ſaw the Storm 
he had raiſed, and knew not how to ſtand the 
Shock of its Fury; he ſighs, he pleads in vain, 
and the more he endeayours to excuſe the Levity 
of Philanger, the more he rends her Heart, and 
ſets her on the Rack; and concluding bim falſe, 
ſhe could no longer contain her Rage, but broke 
out into all the Fury that Madneſs can inſpise, 
and from one Degree to another wrought her Paſe 
ſion. to the Height of Lunacy : She tore ber Hair, 
and bit his Hands that endeavoured to refirain 
her's from Violence; ſhe rent the Ornaments from 
her fair Body, and diſcoyered a thouſand Charms 
and Beauties; and finding now that bath hisStrength 
and Reaſon were too weak to prevent the Miſchiefs 
he found he had brought on her, he calls for Help: 
When Brilliard was but too ready at Hand, with 
Antonet, and ſome: others who eame to his Aff 
ſtance, Brilliarg, who knew nothing of the Oc-> - 
caſion of all this, believed it the ſecond Part of 
his own late Adventure, and fancied that Ociavia 
had uſed ſame Violence to her; upon this be aſ- 
ſumes the Authority of his Lord, and ſecretly that 
of a Huſband or Lover, and upbraiding the inno- 
cent Octauio with his Brutality, they fell to ſuch 
Words as ended in a Challenge the next Morning, 
for Brilliard appeared a Gentleman, Com —__ 
7 —— 
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- Antonet, cried Sylvia————1t was what be would 


his Lord; and one whom O#avio could not well 
refuſe : This was not carried fo ſilently but An- 


tonet, buſy as ſhe was about her raving Lady, 
heard the Appointment, and O#avo quitted the 
Chamber almoſt as much diſturbed as Sia, whom, 


with much ado they perſuaded him ts leave; but 
before he did ſo, he on his Knees 'offered her the 
Letter, and implored her to receive it; fo abſo- 
Jutely his Love had vanquiſhed his nobler Part, 
that of Honour. But the attending no Motions 


but thoſe of her own Rage, had no Regard either 


to Octavio s Proffer, or his Arguments of Excuſe ; 


ſo that he went away with the Letter in all the 
Extremity of Diſorder. This laſt Part of his' Sub- 


miſſion was not ſeen by Brilliard; who immedi- 


ately left the Chamber, upon receiving Oavio's | 
Anſwer to his Challenge; ſo that Sylvia was now 
left with her Woman only; who by Degrees 


brought her to more Calmneſs; and Brilliard, 
impatient to hear the Reproaches he hoped ſhe 


would give Oavio when ſne was returned to Rea- 
ſon, being curious of any Thing that might redound 


to his Diſadvantage, whom he took to be a power- 


ful Rival, returned again into her Chamber: But 
in lieu of hearing what he wiſhed, Sylvia being 


recovered from her Paſhon of Madneſs, and het 
Soul in a State of: thinking a little with Reaſon, 
ſne miſſes O2avio in the Croud, and with a Voice 
her Rage had infeebled to a Languiſhment, ſhe 
cried——ſurveying carefully thofe about her, 0 


. Where is Octavio? Where is that Angel Man? He 
who of all his Kind can give me Comfort? Madam, 


replied Antonet, he is gone; while he was here, 


be kneeled and prayed in vain, but for a Word, or 


Look ; his Tears are yet remaining wet upon your 


| Feet, and all for one ſenſible Reply, but Rage had 


deafened you; what has he done to merit this? 00 


not 
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pot do, that makes me rave; run, haſte and fetch 


him bac. But let him leave his Honour all be- 


hind : Tell him he has too much Conſideration : for 
Philander, and none for my Repoſe. Ob, Bril- 


liard. Have 1 no Friend in view dares carry a 
Meſſage from me to Octavio ? Bid him return, oh 
inſtantly return. die, I languiſh fer a Sight of 
im Deſcending Angels would not be ſo welcome 
— Why ſtand ye flill——have I no Power with 
0. ill none obey Then running haftily to 
the Chamber Door, ſhe called her Page to whom 
ſhe cried----- Haſte, haſte, dear Youth, and find 
Octavio out, and bring him to; me inflantly : Tell 
him I die to ſee him, The Boy, glad of ſo kind 
a Meſſage to fo liberal a Lover, runs on his Er- 
rand, while ſhe returns to her Chamber, and en- 
deavours to recollect her Senſes againſt Octavio's 
coming as much en ſhe could: She diſ- 
miſſes her Attendant with different A pprehenſions; 
ſometimes Brilliard believed this was the ſecond. 


Part of her firſt Raving, and having never ſeen 


her thus, but for Philander, concludes it the Height 
of Tenderneſs and Paſſion for Octavio; but becauſe 
ſhe made ſo publick a Declaration of it, he believed 
he had given her a Philter, which had raiſed her 
Flame ſo much aboye the Bounds of Modeſty and 
Diſcretion; concluding it ſo, he knew the uſual 
Effects of Things of that Nature, and that nothing 
could allay the Heat of ſuch a Love but Poſſeſſion 3 
and eaſily deluded with every Fancy. that flattered 


his Love, mad, ftark-mad, by any Way to obtain 
the laſt Bleſſing with Sylvia, he conſults with 
Antonet how to get one of Oaawe's Letters out 


of her Lady's Cabinet, and feigning many frivolous, 
Reaſons, which deluded the amorous Maid, he; 
perſuaded her to get him one, which ſhe did in 
half an Hour after ; for by this Time Sylvia being 
in as much Tranquility as it was poſſible a Lover: 
3 „„ 5 | could 


= 
* . 


-— 


read this: 


238 _ Love-Letters, Part II. 


could be in, who had the Hopes of knowing all 


the Secrets of the falſe Betrayer, ſhe had called An- 
ronet to dreſs: her; which ſhe reſol ved ſhonld be in 


all the careleſs Magnificence that Art or Nature 


could put on; to charm Octavio wholly to Obe- 


diene, whom ſhe had ſent for, and whom ſhe 


expected! But the was no ſooner ſet to her Toy- 
let, but Oclavio's Page arrived with a Letter 


Maſter, whiet the greedily fnatched, atid 


OCT AVYTO wo SyLvra. 


Y this Time, oh charming Sylvia, give me Leave 

to hope your Rage is abated, and your Reaſon 
returned, and that you will hear a little from the 
moſt unfortunate of Men, whom you have reduced 
to this miſerable Extremity of loſing either the Ado- 
rable Object of his Soul, or his Honour: If you 
can prefer a little Curioſity that will ſerve but to 
afflict you, before either that or my Repoſe, what 
Eſteem ought I to believe you have for the unfor- 
tunate Octavio: And if you hate me, as it is evident, 
if you compel me to the Extremity of loſing my 
Repoſe or Honour, what Reaſon or Argument 
have I to prefer ſo careleſs a Fair One above the 
laſt? It is certain you neither do nor can love 
me now; and how, much below that Hope ſhall 
the expoſed and abandoned Octavio be, when he 
ſhall pretend to that Glory without his Honour ? 
Believe me, charming Maid, I would ſacrifice my 


Life, and my entire Fortune at your leaſt Com- 


mand to ſerve you; but to render you a Devoir 
that muſt point me out the baſeſt of my Sex, is 
what my Temper muſt reſiſt in Spite of all the 
Violence of my Love; and I thank my happier 


Stars, that they have given me Reſolution enough, 


rather 
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rather to fall a ſacrifice to the laſt, than be guilty 
of the Breach. of the firſt: This. is the laſt and pre- 
ſent Thought and Pleaſure of my Soul; and leſt 
it ſhould, by the Force of thoſe Divine Ideas 
which | eternally ſurround it, be ſoothed and flat- 
tered from its noble Principles, I will to Morrow 
put myſelf out of the Hazard of Temptation, and 
divert if poſſible, by Abſence, to the Campaigney 
thoſe ſoft importunate Betrayers of my Liberty, 
that perpetually ſollicit in Favour of you: I dare 
not ſo much as bid you Adieu, one Sight of that 
bright Angel's Face would undo me, unfix my 
nobler Reſolution, and leave me 2 deſpicable 
Slave, ſighing my unrewarded Treaſon at your 
inſenſible Feet: My Fortune I leave to be diſpoſed 
by you; but the more uſeleſs Neceffary I will for 
ever take from thoſe lovely Eyes, who can lobe 
on nothing with Joy, but the happy Philandgy - 
If I have denied you one Satisfaction, at leaft I 
have given you this other, of ſecuring you eternally 


| from the Trouble and Importunity of, Madam, 
your faithful FV „ i 
| dee OCTAT IO. 


This Letter to any other Jeſs ſecure of her 
Power than was our fair Subject, would have 
made them impatient and angry; but ſhe found 
that there was ſomething yet in her Power, the 
Diſpenſation of which could ſoon recal him front 
any Reſolution he was able to make of abſenting 
himſelf. Her Glaſs ſtood before her, and every 
Glance: that Way was an Aſſurance and Security 
to her Heart; ſhe could not ſee that Beauty, and 
doubt its Power of Perſuaſion. '' $2 therefore 
took her Pen, and writ him this Anſwer; being 
in a Moment furniſhed with all the Art and Sub- 
tilty that was neceſſary on this Occaſioon 
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_ FT HO! I have not Beauty enough to command 
1 your Heart; at leaſt allow me Senſe enough 
to 


oblige your Belief, that I fancy and reſent all 
that the Letter contains which you have denied 
me, and that I am not of that Sort of Women, 
whoſe Want of Youth or Beauty renders fo con- 
tant to purſue the Ghoſt of a departed Love: It 
is enough to juſtify my Honour, that I was not 

the firſt Aggreſſor. I find myſelf purſued by too 
many Charms of Wit, Vouth, and Gallantry, to 
bury myſelf beneath the Willows, or to whine 
away my Youth by murmuring Rivers, or betake 
me to the laſt Refuſe of a declining Beauty, a 
Monaſtery: No, my Lord, when I have revenged 
and recompenſed myſelf for the Injuries of one 

i | Inconſtant, with the Joys a thouſand: imploring 
. Lovers offer, it will be Time to be weary of a 
World, which yet every Day preſents me new 
Joys; and JI ſwear to you, Octavio, that it was 
more to recompenſe what I owed: your Paſſion, 
that I deſired a convincing Proof of Philander's 
 Falſhood, than for any other Reaſon, and you have 
too much Wit not to know it; for what other 
Uſe could I make of the Secret? If he be falſe 
he is gone, unworthy of me, and impoſſible to be 
retrieved ; and I would as ſoon dye my ſullied 
Garments, and wear them over again, as take to 
my Embraces a reformed Lover, the Native firſt 
Luſtre of whoſe Paſſion is quite extinct, and is 
no more the ſame; no, my Lord, ſhe muſt be 
poor in Beauty, that has Recourſe to Shifts ſo 
mean; if I would know the Secret, by all that is 
good it were to hate him heartily, and to 5 
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of my Perſon to the beſt Advantage; which in 
Honour I cannot do, while I am unconvinced of 


the Falſeneſs of him with whom JI exchanged a 


' thouſand Vows of Fidelity; but if he unlink the 
Chain, I am at perfect Liberty; and why by this 

Delay you ſhould make me loſe my Time, I am not 
able to conceive, unleſs you fear I ſhould then 
take you at your Word, and expect the Perform- 
ance of all the Vows of Love you have made 
me If that be it—my Pride ſhall be your Secu- 


rity, or if other Recompence you expect, ſet the 
Price upon your Secret, and ſee at what Rate I 
ſhall purchaſe the Liberty it will procure me; 
poſſibly it may be ſuch as may at once infranghize 
me, and revenge me on the perjured Ingrate, 
than which nothing can be a greater Satisfaction 


to . | 
5 SYLYIA. 
She Seals this Letter with a Wafer, and giving 


it to Antonet to give the Page, believing ſhe had 
writ what would not be in vain to the quick- 


ſighted Octavio; Antonet takes both that and the _ 


other which OAavio had ſent, and left her Lady 
buſy in dreſſing her Head, and went to Brilliard s 
Chamber, who thought every Moment an Age 


till ſhe came, ſo vigorous he was on his new De- 


ſign. That which was ſent to Octavia, being 
ſealed with a wet Wafer, he neatly opens, as 
it was eaſy to do, and read, and ſealed again, and 


Antonet delivered it to the Page. After receiving 


what Pay Brilliard could force himſelf to beſtow 
upon her, ſome Flatteries of diſſembled Love, and 
ſome cold Kifles, which even Imagination could 
not render better, ſhe returned to her Lady, and 
he to his Stratagem,*which was. to counterfeit a 
Letter from Oavio; ſhe having in her's given hini 
a Hint, by bidding him ſet a Price upon the Secret, 
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which he had heard was that of a Letter from Phi- 


lander, with all the Circumſtances of it, from the 


faithleſs Antonet, whom Love had betrayed 13 and 


after blotting much Paper to try every Letter 


through the Alphabet, and to produce them like 


thoſe of Oclavio, which was not hard for a Lover 
of Ingenuity, he fell to the Buſineſs of what he 
would write; and having finiſhed it to his Liking, 
his next Trouble was how to convey it to her; 
for Oclavio always ſent his by his Page, whom he 
could truſt, He now was certain of Love between 
them; for though he often had perſuaded Antonet 
to bring him Letters, yet ſhe could not be wrought 
on till now to betray her Truſt; and what he 


long apprehended, he found too true on both 


Sides, and now he. waited but for an Opportunity 


to ſend it ſeaſonably, and in a lucky Minute. In 
the mean Time Sylvia adorns herſelf for an abſo- 


lute Conqueſt, and diſpoſing herſelf in the moſt 
charming, careleſs, and tempting Manner ſhe could 


deviſe, the lay expecting her coming Lover, on a 


Repoſe of rich Embroidery of Gold on blue Sat- 
tin, hung within- ſide with little amorous Pictures 


of Venus deſcending in her Chariot naked to A.- 


donis, ſhe embracing, while the Youth, more eager 


of his rural Sports, turns half from her in a Po- 


ſture of purſuing his Dogs, who are on their 


Chace: Another of Armida, who js drefling the 


Neeping Warrior up in Wreaths of Flowers, while 


a hundred. little Loves are playing with his gilded 


Armour; this puts on his Helmet too big for his 
little Head that hides his whole Face; another 
makes a Hobby-Horſe of his Sword and Lance; 


another fits on his Breaſt- piece, While three or 


four little Cupids are ſeeming to heave. and help 


- him to hold it an End, and all turned the Emblems 


of the Heros into Ridicule. Theſe, and ſome 
other of the ik Nature, adorned the Pavilion 8 
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the languiſhing fair One, who lay .careleſly on 
her Side, ks hh leaning no Pillows of 
Point of Venice, and a Book of Amours in her 
other Hand. Every Noiſe alarmed her with.trenib+ 
ling Hope that her Lover was come, and I have 
heard ſhe ſaid, ſhe verily believed, that acting and 
| feigning the Lover poſſeſſed her with a Tender- 


neſs againſt her Knowledge and Will; and the 
found ſomething more in her Soul than a bare 
Curioſity of ſeeing Octavio for the Letter's Sake: 
But in lieu of her Lover, ſhe found herſelf once 
more approached with a Billet from him, which 
brought this. | LY 1 


Oc TAVIO 70 SYLVI Av 


NH, Syivia, he muſt be more than human that 
A can withſtand your Charms; I confeſs my 
Frailty, and fall before you the weakeſt of my Sex, 
and own I am ready to believe all your dear Let- 
ter contains, and have Vanity enough to wreſt 
every hopeful Word to my own Intereſt, and in 
Favour of my own Heart: What will become of 
me, if my eaſy Faith ſhould only flatter me, and 
I with Shame ſhould find it was not meant ta 
me, or if it were, it was only to draw me from a 
Virtue which has been hitherto the Pride and 
Beauty of my Youth, the Glory of my Name, my 
Comfort and Refuge in all Extremes of Fortune 3 
the eternal Companion, Guide and Counſellor. of 
all my Actions: Yet this Good you only have 
Power to rob me of, and leave me expoſed to the 
Scorn of all the laughing World ; yet give me 
Love ! Give me but Hope in lieu of it, and I am 
| content to diveſt myſelf of all beſides.  ' _ 
; Perhaps you will ſay I aſk too mighty a Rate 
| for ſo poor a Secret, But even in that there lies 
h L 2 one 
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one of my own, that will more expoſe the Feeble- 


neſs of my Blood and Name, than the Diſcovery 
will me in particular, ſo that I know not what [ 

do, when I give you up the Knowledge you de- 
fire. Still you will fay all this is to inhance its 
Value, and raiſe the Price: And oh, I fear you 


have taught my Soul every Quality it fears and 


dreads in yours, and learnt it to chaffer for every 
Thought, if I could fix upon the Rate to ſell it 
at: And I with Shame confeſs I would be mer- 
cenary, could we but agree upon the Price ; but 
my Reſpect forbids me all Things but ſilent Hope, 
and that, in Spite of me and all my Reaſon, will 
predominate ; for the reſt I will wholly reſign my- 
ſelf, and all the Faculties of my Soul, to the 
charming Arbitrator? of my Peace, the powerful 
Judge of Love, the adorable Sylvia; and at her Feet 
3 all ſhe demands; yes, ſhe ſhall find me 
there to juſtify all the Weakneſs this proclaims ; 
for I confeſs, oh too too powerful Maid, that you 
have abſolutely ſubdued OO © 
R Nur OCT AT 10. 


| She had no ſooner read this Letter, but Arto- | 


net, inſtead of laying it by, carried it to Brilliard, 
and departed the Chamber to make Way for O#a- 


vio, who ſhe imagined was coming to make his 


Viſit, and left Sy/via conſidering how ſhe ſhould 
manage him to the beſt Advantage, and with moſt 
Honour acquit herſelf of what ſhe had made him 
hope; but inſtead of his coming to wait on her, 
an unexpected Accident. arrived to prevent him; 
for a Meſſenger from the Prince came with Com- 
mands that he ſhould forthwith come to his High- 
neſs, the Meſſenger having command to bring 
him along with him: So that not able to diſobey, 
he only begged Time to write a Note of Buſineſs, 
which was a Billet to Sylvia to excuſe ny 
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till the next Day; for it being five Leagues to 
the Village where the Prince waited his coming, 
he could not return that Night; which was the 
Buſineſs of the Note, with which his Page haſted 
to Huuia. Brilliard, who was now Aa vigilant 
Lover, and waiting for every Opportunity that 
might favour his Deſign, ſaw the Page arrive with 
the Note ; and, as it was uſual, he took it to carry 
to his Conquereſs; but meeting Anionet on the 
Stairs, he gave her what he had before. counter - 
feited with ſuch Art, after he had opened what 
Octavio had ſent, and found Fortune was wholly 
on his Side, he having learned from the Page be- 
ſides, that his Lord had taken Coach with Mon- 
fieur---to go to his Highneſs, and would not return 
that Night: Antonet, not knowing the Deceit, car- 
"ried her Lady the forged Letter, who opened it 
with eager haſte, and read this. UTR LL 


Jo the charming SY LVI „ 


Madam, 5 „ 
IN CE I have a Secret, which none but I 
can unfold, and that you have offered at any - 
Rate to buy it of me, give me Leave to ſay, that 
you, fair Creature, have another Secret, a joy to 
diſpenſe, which none but you can give the lan- 
euiſhing Octavio If you dare purchaſe this of 
mine, with that infinitely more valuable one of 
yours, I will be as ſecret as Death, and think my- 
ſelf happier than a fancied God! Take what 
Methods you pleaſe for the Payment, and what 
Time, order me, command me, | conjure me, I 
will wait, watch, and pay my Duty at all Hours, 
to ſnatch the moſt convenient one to reap fo ra- 
viſhing a Bleſſing. I know you will accuſe me 
with all the Confidence and Rudeneſs in the 
"A WC» "ee e 
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World: But ch! Conſider, lovely Sylvia, that 
that Paſſion which: could change my Soul from 
all the: Courſe: of Honour, has Power: to make 
me forget that nice Reſpect your Beauty awes me 
with, and my Paſſion is now arrived at ſuch a 
Height, it obeys no Laws but its own; and I am 
obſtinately bent on the Purſuit of that vaſt Pleaſure 
I fancy to find in the dear, the raviſhing Arms of 
the adorable Sz/via Impatient of your Anſwer, 
I am, as Love compels me, Madam, your 


Slave, 1 
Wo OCT AT 10. 


The Page, who waited no Anſwer, was de- 
parted ; but Sy, who believed he attended, vas 
in a thouſand Minds what to ſay or do: She 
bluſhed, as ſhe read, and then looked pale with 
Anger and Diſdain, and, but that ſhe had already 

given her Honour up, it would have been ſome- 
thing more ſurprizing: But ſhe was uſed to 

Queſtions of that Nature, and therefore received 
this with ſo much the leſs Concern ; nevertheleſs, 
it was ſufficient to fill her Soul with a thouſand 
Agitations ; but when ſhe would be angry, the 
Conſideration of what ſhe had writ to him, to 
encourage him to this Boldneſs, ſtopped her Rage: 
When ſhe would take it ill, ſhe conſidered his 
Knowledge of her loſt Fame, and that took off a 
great Part of her Reſentment on that Side ; and 
in Midſt of all ſhe was raving for the Knoavledge 
of Philander's Secret. She roſe from the Bed, 
and walked about the Room in much Diſorder, 
full of Thought and no Concluſion ; ſhe is aſhamed 
to conſult of this Affair with Antonet, and knows 
not what to fix on : The only Thing ſhe was cer- 
tain of, and which was fully and e 
reſolved in her Soul, was never to conſent to ſo 
falſe an Action, never to buy the Secret at ſo dear 


. T 


a Rate; 
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2 Rate; ſhe abhqrs O#2vie, whom ſhe regards no 
more as that fine Thing which before ſhe thought 
him; and a thouſand Times ſhe was about to write 
her Defpite and Contempt, but ſtill the dear Secret 
ſtaid her Hand, and ſhe was fond of the Torment: 
At laſt enen who was afflicted to know the 
Cauſe of this Diſorder, aſked her LO if Otavio 
would not come; No, replied Sylvia, bluſhing at 
the Name, nor never ſha!l the ungrateful Man dare 
to behold my Face any more. FJeſu, replied Antonet, 
what has he done, Madam, to deſerve this Seve- 
rity ? For he was a great Benefactor to Antonet, 
and had already by his Gifts and Preſents made 
her a Fortune for a Burgomaſter. He has, ſaid 
Sylvia, committed fuch an INE as deſerves 
Death from my Hand: This ſhe ſpo ke in Rage, 
and walked away croſs the Chamber. „Madam, 
cried Arntonet, dges he deny ive you the Lei- 
ter ? No, replied Sylvia, but of me ſuch a Price 
for it, ar mates me hate my that am reduced 
by my ill Conduct ts e, of that Nature : 
Heavens, Madam, what tan he a aſe you to Micr 
| you fo * The pr 3 Man, faid ſhe, (in Ra P) : 
7 the Impudence to tyhat never Man, 
Palmer was ever pee of---At this, „u | 
laughed--=-Good Lord, dam, faid ſhe, and are 
you angry at fuch Defives. is Men towards you ? 7 
believe you are the firſt Lady in the World that 
was ever Ae or far being defirable ; Can any 
Thing proclaim your Reauty more, or your Youth, 
or Wit gra 7 Madam, T wiſh I were worthy 
to be aſked the Queſtion by all the fine F 
Dreſſing, 2 2 in Town. And you 
doc tel yield; Res ied » fo Mot ſo neither, replied 
Antonet, but I Bolts Bot. 7) Pe (8 and value my 

ſelf the more upon it. lia 1 Ag 15 
% fond. of hearing of a no Abr ut will find 
fone” one to prathſe it with. Mat is as I ſhould 
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find myſelf inclined, replied Antonet, Sylvia was 
not ſo intent on Antonet's Raillery, but ſhe im- 
ployed all her Thought the while on what ſhe had 
to do: And thoſe laſt Words of Antanet's jogged 
a Thought that ran on to one very advantagious, 
- at leaſt her preſent and firſt Apprehenſion of it 
was ſuch : And ſhe turned to Antonet, with a Face 


would ſooneſt incline you to a Yielding : I you com- 


_ aſter a reaſonable Siege. This though the wanton 
nation ſhe had to what ſhe ſaid; yet after many 


more Home, and told her in plain Terms, that 
tuous as to aſk ſo great a Reward as the Poſſeſſion 
thouſand little Subtleties, having made the for- 
ward Girl confeſs with Bluſhes ſhe was not a Maid, 
he infinuated into her an Opinion, that what ſhe 


that of Love, as ſhe confeſſed, in which Intereſt 


more gay than it was the laſt Minute, and cried, 
Prithee, good Wench, tell me what Sort of Man 


mand me, Madam, to be free with your Ladyſbip, 


replied Antonet, I muſt confeſs there are two Sorts 


of Men that would moſt villainouſly- incline me : 


he firſt is he that would make- my Fortune beſt ; 


" the next, he that would mate my Pleaſure; the 
young, the handſome, or rather the well-bred and 
good-humoured ; but above all, the Man of Wit. But 
what would you ſay, Antonet, replied Sylvia, if 


all theſe made up in one Man ſhould make his Ad- 


dreſſes to you ? Why then moſt certainly, Madam, 


replied Antonet, I ſhould yield him my Honour, 


young Maid ſpoke. poſſibly at firſt more to put 
her Lady in good Humour, than from any Incli- 


Arguments upon that Subject, Sylvia, cunning 
enough to purſue her Deſign, brought the Buſineſs 


Octavio was the Man who had been fo preſump- 
of herſelf for the Secret ſhe deſired ; and, after a 


had done already (without any other Motive than 


had no Part) would make the Trick the eaſier to 
do again, eſpecially if ſhe brought to her os a 
| = erion 


all the charming Qualities that adorn a Man, .and 
that beſides ſhe ſhould find it turn to good Ac- 
count; and for her Secreſy ſhe might depend upon 


it, ſince the Perſon, to whoſe Embraces ſhe. ſhould 


ſubmit herſelf, ſhould not know but that ſhe her- 


ſelf was the Woman: So that, ſays Sylvia, I wilt 
have all the Infamy, and you the Reward every 


Way with unblemiſbed Honour. While ſhe ſpoke, 
the willing Maid gave an inward pleaſing Atten- 


tion, though at firſt ſhe made a few faint modeſt 


Scruples : Nor was ſhe leſs joyed to hear it ſhould 
be Octavio, whom ſhe knew to be rich, and very 
handſome ; and ſhe immediately found the Hu- 
mour of Inconſtancy ſeize her; and Brilliard ap- 
peared a very Huſband Lover in Compariſon of 
this new briſker Man of Quality ; ſo that after 
ſome Pro's and Con's the whole Matter was 
thus concluded on between theſe two young Per- 
ſons, who neither wanted Wit nor Beauty ; and 


both crowed over the Contrivance, as 2 moſt di- 


verting Piece of little Malice, that ſhould ſerve 
their preſent Turn, and make them Sport for the 
future, The next Thing that was conſidered was 
a Letter which. was to be ſent in Anſwer, and 
that Sylvia being to write with her own Hand 

begot a new Doubt, inſomuch as the whole Bu- 
ſineſs was at a Stand: For when it came to that 
Point that ſhe herſelf was to conſent, ſhe found 
the Project look with a Face ſo foul, that ſhe a 
hundred Times reſolved and unreſolved. But Phi- 


lander filled her Soul, Revenge was in her View, 


and that one Thought put her on new Reſolves 
to purſue the Deſign, let it be never ſo baſe and 
diſhonourable : Yes, cried ſhe at laſt, I can commit 
no Action that is not more juſl, excufable and ho- 
nourable, than that which Octavio has done to me, 


| Who uſes me like a common Miſtreſs of the Town, 
Ls = 4 
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Perſon of Youth, Wit, Gallantry, Beauty, and 
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and dares aſz me that which he knotos he dur 
not do, if he had not mean and abject Thoughts of 


me; his Baſeneſs deſerves Death at my Hand, if 1 


had Courage to give it him, and the leaft I can as 
is to deceiue the Deceiver. Well: then, give me my 
Scrutore, ſays ſhe ; fo, ſitting down, ſhe writ this, 
not without Abundance of Guilt and Confuſion ; 
for yet a certain Honour, which ſhe had by Birth, 


checked the Cheat of her Pen. 


o 


«a 


8 Y L VIA 70 Oc TAV 10. 


"HE Price, Octavio, which you have ſet upon 

: your Secret, I (more generous than you) 

will give your Merit, to which alone it is due: if 
I ſhould pay fo high a Price for the firſt, you would 


believe I had the leſs Eſteem for the laſt, and 1 


would not have you think me-fo poor in Spirit 


to yield on any other Terms. If I valued Ph;j- 


lander yet after his confirmed Inconſtancy, I 
would have you think I ſcorn to yield a Body 


' where I do not give a Soul, and am yet to be 


perſuaded there are any ſuch Brutes amongſt my 
Sex; but as I never had a Wiſh but where { 
_ ſo I never extended one till now to any 
but Philander; yet ſo much my Senſe of Shame 
is above my growing Tenderneſs, that I could 


wiſh you would be fo generous to think no more 


of what you ſeem to purſue with ſuch Eatneftneſs 
and Haſte, But left I ſhould retain any Sort of 
former Love for Philander, whom 1 am impa- 
patient to raſe wholly from my Soul, I grant you 
all you aſk, provided you will be diſereet in the 
Management: Antenet therefore ſhall only be 
truſted with the Secret; the outward Gate you 
mall find at twelve only ſhut to, and Antonet wait 
you ar the Stairs-foot to conduct you to me; 

8 „ : come 
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come alone. I bluſh and gild the Paper with their 
Reflections, at the Thought of an Encounter like 
this, before I am half enough ſecured of your Heart. 
And that you may be made more abſolutely the 
Maſter of mine, ſend me immediately Philander's 
Letter incloſed, that if any Remains of Chagrin 
_ poſſeſs me, they may be totally vanquiſhed by 

We EL... y 


She having, with much Difficulty, writ this, read 
it to her truſty Confident; for this was the only 
Secret of her Lady's ſhe was reſolved never to 
diſcover to Brilliard, and to the End he might know 
nothing of it ſhe ſealed the Letter with Wax : But 
before ſhe ſealed it, ſhe told her Lady, ſhe thought 
ſhe might have ſpared Abundance of her Bluſhes, 
and have writ a leſs kind Letter ; for a Word of 
Invitation or Conſent would have ſerved as well. 
To which Sylvia replied, her Anger agg him 
was too high not to give him all the Deftat imagi- 
nable, and the greater the Love appeared, the 
greater would be the Revenge when he ſhould come 
to know (as in Time he ſhould) how like a falſe 
Friend ſhe had treated him. This Reaſon, or ar 
at that Time would have ſerved Auonet, wi 4 
Heart was ſet upon a new Adventure, and in ſuch 
Haſte ſhe was (the Night coming on a-pace) to 
know how ſhe ſhould dreſs, and what more was 
to be done, that ſhe only went out to call the 
Page, and meeting Brilliard (who watched every 
Bodies Motion) on the Stair-Caſe, he aſked her 
what that was; and ſhe ſaid, to ſend by Odtavio's 
Page: You need not lock in it, faid ſhe (when he 
inatched it haſtily out of her Hand:) For 1 can tet 
you the Contents, aud it is ſealed ſo, it muſt be 
known if you unrip it: Mill, well, ſaid he, if you tell 
it me, it will ſatisfy my C N as wen ; I 
„ cs of; 


Ill give it the Page. She returns in again to her 
Lady, and he to his own Chamber to read what 


Anſwer the dear Object of his Deſire had ſent to 
his forged one: So opening it, he found it ſuch 
as his Soul wiſhed, and was all Joy and Ecſtaſy ; 
he views himſelf a hundred Times in the Glaſs, 
and ſet himſelf in Order with all the Opinion and 
Pride, as if his own good Parts had gained him 
the Blefling ; he enlarged himſelf as he walked, 


and knew not what to do, ſo extreamly was he 


raviſhed with his coming Joy; he bleſſed himſelf, 


his Wit, his Stars, his Fortune; then read the 


dear obliging Letter, and kiſſed it all over, as if it 
had been meant to him; and after he had forced 
himſelf to a little more ſerious Conſideration, he 


bethought himſelf of what he had to do in order 
to this dear Appointment : He finds in her Letter, 


that in the firſt Place he was to ſend her the Let- 


ter from Philander : I told you before he took 


Octavio s Letter from the Page, when he under- 
Nood his Lord was going five Leagues out of 

Town to the Prince. Odiavio could not avoid his 
going, and wrote to Sy/via ; in which he ſent her 
the * Philander writ, wherein: was the firft 

Part of the Confeſſion of his ],ove to Madam the 
Counteſs of Clarinau : Generouſly Octavio fent 
it without Terms; but Brilliard lid his own forged 
one into Antenet's Hand in lieu of it, and now he 


* 


read that from Philander, and wondered at his 


Lord's Inconſtancy ; yet glad of the Opportunity 
to take Sy/via's Heart a little more off from him, he 
ſoon refolved ſhe ſhould have the Letter, but 
being wholly mercenary, and fearing that either 
when once ſhe had it, it might make her go back 


| from her promiſed Aſſignation, or at leaſt put her 


out of Humour, ſo as to ſpoil a great Part of the 
Entertainment he deſigned : He took the Pains to 
counterfeit another Billet to her, which was , 

N 35 | . 
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. 9 ns x 
To: SEL VLA: 


Side E we have began to chaffer, you muſt 
give me Leave to make the beſt of the Advan- 
tage I find I have upon you; and having violated 
my Honour to Philander,. allow the Breach of it 
in ſome Degree on other Occaſions ; not but I 
have all the Obedience and Adoration for you that 
ever poſſeſſed the Soul of a moſt paſfionate and 
languiſhing Lover: But, fair Sylvia, I know not 
whether, when you have ſeen the Secret of the 
falſe Philander, you may not think it leſs valuable 
than you before did, and ſo defraud me of my 
Due. Give me Leave, oh wondrous Creature ! To 
ſuſpect even the moſt perſect of your Sex; and 
to tell you, that I will no ſooner approach your 
Preſence, but I will reſign the Paper you ſo much 
wiſh. If you ſend me no Anſwer, I will come 
according to your Directions: If you do, I muft 
obey and wait, though with that Impatience that 
never attended a ſuffering Lover, or any but, Di- 


vine Creature, your | 
| OCTAJIO. 


This he ſealed, and after a convenient Diſtance 
of Time carried as from the Page to Antonet, 
who was yet contriving with her Lady, to whom 
ſhe gives it, who read it with Abundance of 
Impatience, being extreamly angry at the Rude- 
neſs of the Style, which ſhe fanſied much altered 
from what it was; and had not her Rage blinded 
her, ſhe might eaſily have perceived the ee 
too of the Character, though it came as near to the 


luke as poſſible ſo ſhort a Practice could produce; 
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She took it with the other, and tore it in Pieces 
with Rage, and ſwore ſhe would be revenged; 


but, after calmer Thoughts, ſhe took up the 


Pieces to keep to upbraid him with, and fell to 
weeping for Anger, Defeat and Shame; but the 
April Shower being paſt, ſne returned to her for- 
mer Reſentment, and had ſome Pleaſure amidſt 
all her Torment of Fears, Jealouſies, and Senſe 
of Octavio's Diſreſpect in the Thoughts of Re- 
venge; in order to which ſhe contrives how An- 
tonet ſhall manage herſelf, and commanding her 
to bring out ſome fine Point Linnen, ſhe dreſſed 
up Antonet's Head with them, and put her on a 


Shift, laced with the ſame ; for though the intended 
no Light ſhould be in the Chamber when O#a- 


vio ſhould enter, ſhe knew he underſtood by his 
Touch the Difference of fine Things from other. 
In fine, having dreſſed her exactly as ſhe herſelf 
uſed to be when ſhe received Ocravio's Viſits in 
Bed, ſhe embraced her, and fanſied ſhe was much 
of her own Shape and Bigneſs, and that it was 
impoſſible to find the Deceit : And now ſhe made 
Antonet dreſs her up in her Cloths, and mobbing 
her Sarlenet Hood about her Head, ſhe appeared 
fo like Antonet (all but the Face) that it was not 
eaſy to diſtinguiſh them: And Night coming on 
they both long for the Hour of Twelve, though 
with different Deſigns ; and having before given 
Notice that Sylvia was gone to Bed, and 
would receive no Viſit that Night, they were 
alone to finiſh all their Bufineſs: This while 
Brilliard was not idle, but having a fine Bath 
made, he wathed and perfumed his Body, and af- 
ter drefled himſelf in the fineſt Linen perfumed 
that he had, and made himſelf as fit as poſſible 

for his Deſign; nor was his Shape, which was 
very good, or his Stature, unlike to that of 
Octavio And ready for the Approach, he TOs 
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himſelf out of the Houſe, telling his Footman. 
he would put himſelf to Bed after his Bathing, 
and, locking his Chamber Door, ſtole out; and 
it being dark, many a longing Turn he walked, 
impatient till all the Candles were out in every 
Room of the Houſe: In the mean Time, he 
employed his Thoughts on a thouſand Things, 
but all relating to Syvia ; ſometimes the Treach- 
ery he ſhewed in this Action to his Lord, 
cauſed ſhutt-lived Bluſhes in his Face, which va- 
niſhed as ſoon, when he confidered his Lord falſe 
to the moſt beautiful of her Sex: Sometimes he 
accuſed and curſed the Levity of Sia that could 
yield to Oavio, and was as jealous as if ſhe had 
indeed been to have received that charming 
Lover; but when his Thought directed him to 
his own Happineſs, his Pulſe beat high, his Blood 
fluſhed apace in his Cheeks, his Eyes languiſhed 
with Love, and his Body with a feveriſh Fit! In 
theſe 'Extreams, by Turns, he paſled at leaſt three 
tedious Hours, with a ſtriking Watch in his Hand; 
and when it told it was twelve, he advanced near 
the Door, but finding it ſhut walked yet with 
greater Impatience, every half Minute going to 
the Door; at laſt he found it yield to his Hand 
that puſhed it: But oh, what Mortal can expreſs 
his Joy ! His Heart beats double, his Knees tremble, 
and a Feebleneſs ſeizes every Limb; he breathes 
nothing but ſhort Sighs, and is ready in the dark 
Hall to fall on the Floor, and was forced to dean 
on the Rail that begins the Stairs to take a little 
Courage: While he was there recruiting himſelf, 
intent on nothing but his vaſt Joy; Ocradio, who 
going to meet the Prince, being met half Way 
by that young Heros, was diſpatched back again 
without advancing to the End of his five Leagues, 
and impatient to ſee Sylvia, after Philander's 
Letter that he had ſent her, or at leaſt impatient to 
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hear how ſhe took it, and in what Condition ſhe 
was, he, as ſoon as he alighted, went towards her 
Houſe in order to have met Antonet, or her Page, 
or ſome that could inform him of her Welfare; tho 
it was uſual for Sylvia to ſit up very late, and he had 


often made her Viſits at that Hour: And Brilliard, 


wholly intent on his Adventure, had left the Door 
open; ſo that Octavio perceiving it, believed they 
were all up in the back Rooms where Sylvia's A- 
partment. was towards a Garden, for he ſaw no 
Light forward. But he was no ſooner entered 
(omen he did without Noiſe) but he heard a ſoft 
Breathing, which made him make a Stand in the 


Hall: And by and by he heard the ſoft Tread of 


ſome Body deſcending the Stairs: At this he ap- 
proaches near, and the Hall being a Marble Floor, 
his Tread was not heard; when he heard one 
cry with a Sig bo is theres And another 
replied, /t is I? Moe are you? The firſt. re- 
-plied, A faithful and an impatient Lover, Give 
me your Hand then, replied the Female Voice, 
1 will conduct you ro your Happineſs. You 
may imagine in what Surprize Octavio was at 
ſo unexpected an Adventure, and, like a jealous 
Lover, did not at all doubt but the Happineſs 
expected was Sylvia, and the impatient Lover 
ſome one, whom he could not imagine, but 
raved within to know, and in a Moment ran 
over in his Thoughts all the Men of Quality, 
or celebrated Beauty, or Fortune in the Town, 
but was at as great a Loſs as at firſt Thinking: 
But be thou who thou wilt, cried he to him- 
ſelf; Traiter as thou art, I will by thy Death 
revenge myſelf on the faithleſs Fair One: And 
taking out his Sword, he had advanced to- 
. wards the Stairs-foot, when he heard them 
both ſoftly aſcend 3. but being a Man of perfect 
good Nature, as all the Brave and Witty are, he 

To reflected 
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reflected on the ſevere Uſage he had from Sylvia, 
notwithſtanding all his ine his vaſt Expence, 
and all the Advantages of Nature. This Thought 
made him, in the Midſt of all his Jealouſy and 
Haſte, pauſe a little Moment; and fain he 
would have perſuaded himſelf, that what he 
heard was the Errors of his Senſe; or that he 
dreamed, or that it was at leaſt not to Sylvia, to 
whom this aſcending Lover was advancing : But 
to undeceive him of that favourable Imagination, 
they were no ſooner on the Top of the Stairs, 
but he not being many Steps behind could both 
hear and ſee, by the ill Light of a great Saſn- Win- 
dow on the Stair-Caſe, the happy Lover enter 
the Chamber-Door of Sylvia, which he knew too 
well to be miſtaken, not that he could perceive 
who, or what they were, but two Perſons not 
to be diſtinguiſhed. Oh what human Fancy, (but 
that of a Lover to that Degree that was our 
young Heroe,) can imagine the Amazement and 
Torture of his Sou], wherein a thouſand: other 
Paſſions reigned at once, and, maugre all his 
Courage and Reſolution, forced him to ſink be- 
neath their Weight ? He ſtood holding himſelf up 
by the Rails of the Stair-Caſe, without having 
the Power to aſcend farther, or to ſhew any o- 
ther Signs of Life, but that of Sighing ; had he 
been a favoured Lover, had he been a known de- 
clared Lover to all the World, had he but hoped 
he had had ſo much Intereſt with the falſe Beau- 
ty, as but to have been deſigned upon for a fu- 
ture Love or Uſe, he would have ruſhed in, and 
have made the guilty Night a Covert to a Scene 
of Blood ; but even yet he had an Awe upon his 
Soul for the perjured Fair One, though at the ſame 
Time he reſolved ſhe ſhould be the Object of his 
Hate; for the Nature of his Honeſt Soul ab- 
horred an Action ſo treacherous and baſe: He 
5 | begins 


of 
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begins in a Moment from all his good Thoughts 
of her to think her the moſt jilting of her Sex; 
he knew, if Intereſt could oblige her, no Man in 
Halland had a better Pretence to her than him- 


ſelf; who had already, without any Return, even 


fo much as Hope, ' preſented her the Value of 
eight or ten thouſand Pounds in fine Plate and 
Jewels: If it were looſer Defire, he fanſied him- 


ſelf to have appeared as capable to have ſerved her 


as any Man; but oh! He conſiders there is a Fate 
in Things, a Deſtiny in Love that elevates and ad- 
vances the moſt mean, deformed or abject, and 
debaſes and contemns the moſt worthy and magni- 
ficent: Then he wonders at her excellent Art of 
diſſembling for Philander; he runs in a Minute 
over all her Paſſions of Rage, Jealouſy, Tears 
and Softneſs; and now he hates the whole Sex, 
and thinks them all like Sy/via, than whom no- 
thing could appear more defpicable to his pre- 
ent Thought, and with a Smile, while yet his 
Heart was inſenfbly breaking, he fancies himſelf 
a very Coxcomb, a Cully, an impoſed on Fool, 
and a conceited Fop ; values Sylvia as a common 
fair Jilt, whoſe whole Defign was to deceive the 
World, and make herſelf a Fortune at the Price 
-of her Honour ; one that receives all kind Bid- 
ders, and that he being too laviſh, and too mo- 
deſt, was reſerved the Cully on Purpoſe to be 
undone and jilted out of all his Fortune! This 
Thought was ſo perfectly fixed in him, that he 
| Fecovered out of his Exceſs of Pain, and fanſied 
himſelf perfectly cured of his blind Paſſion, re- 
ſolves to leave her to her beaſtly Entertainment, 
and to depart ; but before he did ſo, Sylvia, (who 
had conducted the amorous Spark to the Bed, 
where the expecting Lady lay dreſſed rich and 
ſweet to receive him) returned out of the Cham- 
ber, and the Light being a little more mm 
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ble to his Eyes, by his being ſo. long in the Dark, 
he perceived it Antonet, at leaſt, ſuch a Sort of 
Figure as he fancied her, and to confirm him 
ſaw her go into that Chamber where he knew 
ſhe Iay ; he ſaw her perfect Dreſs, and all con- 
firmed him; this brought him back almoſt to his 
former Confuſion ; but yet he commands his 
Paſſion, and defcended the Stairs, and got him- 
ſelf out of the Hall into the Street; and Sylvia, 
remembering, the Street- Door was open, went and 
ſhut it, and returned to Antonet's Chamber with 
the Letter which Brilliard had given to Antonet, 
as ſhe lay in the Bed, believing it Sylvia: For 
that trembling Lover was no ſooner entered the 
Chamber, and approached the Bed-ſide, but he 
kneeled before it, and offered the Price of his Hap 
pineſs, this Letter, which ſhe mended gave 
to Sylvia, unperceived, who quitted the Room: 


And now with all the eager Haſte of impatient 


Love ſhe ſtrikes a Light, and falls to reading the 
ſad Contents; but as ſhe read, ſhe many Times 
fainted over the Paper, and as ſhe has ſince ſaid, 
it was a Wonder ſhe ever recovered, having no 
Body with her. By that Time ſhe had finiſhed it, 
ſhe was ſo ill ſhe was not able to get herſelf in- 
to Bed, but threw herſelf down on the Place 
where the ſate, which was the Side of it, in fuch 
Agony of Grief and Deſpair, as never any Soul 
was poſſeſſed of, but Sylvia's, wholly abandoned 
to the Violence of Love and Deſpair : It is im- 
| poſſible to paint a Torment to expreſs her's by; 
and though ſhe had vowed to Antonet it ſhould not 
at all affect her, being ſo prepoſſeſſed before; yet 


when ſhe had the Confirmation of her Fears, and 
heard his own dear ſoft Words addreſſed to ano- 
ther Object, ſaw his Tranſports, his Impatience, 
his languiſhing Induſtry and Endeavour to obtain 
the new Deſire of his Soul, ſhe found her Re- 
„„ ; ſentment 


; * 


ſentment above Rage, and given over to a more 


filent and leſs ſupportable Torment, brought her- 
ſelf into a high Fever, where ſhe lay without fo 
much as calling for Aid in her Extremity ; not 
that ſhe was afraid the Cheat ſhe had put on Oc- 

tauio would be diſcovered ; for ſhe had loſt the Re - 


membrance that any ſuch Prank was played; and 


in this Multitude of Thoughts of more Concern, 
had forgot all the reſt of that Night's Action, 


Octavio this while was traverſing the Street, 


wrapped in his Cloak, juft as if he had come from 
Horſe; for he was no ſooner - gone from the 
Door, but his reſenting Paſſion returned, and he 


reſolved to go up . and diſturb the Lovers, 


tho” it coſt him his Life and Fame: But returnin 

haſtily to the Door, he found it ſhut ; at which 
. being enraged, he was often about to break it 
open, but ſtill ſome unperceivable Reſpect for 
Sylvia prevented him; but he reſolved not to ſtir 
from the Door, till he ſaw the fortunate Rogue 
come out, who had given him all this Torment. At 
firſt he curſed himſelf for being ſo much concern- 
ed for Sylvia or her Actions to waſte a Minute, 
but flattering himſelf that it was not Love to her, 
but pure Curjofity to know the Man who was 
made the next Fool to himſelf, tho' the more hap- 
py one, he waited all Night; and when he be- 
gan to ſee the Day break, which he thought a 
thouſand Years ; his Eye was never off from the 
Door, -and wondered at their Confidence, who 
would let the Day break upon them; but the cloſe- 
drawn Curtains there, cried he, favirur the happy 


Villainy : Still he walked on, and: ſtill he might 


for any Rival that'was to appear, for a moſt un- 
lucky Accident prevented Brilliard's coming out, 
as he doubly intended to do; firſt, for the better 
carrying on of his Cheat of being Ofavio; and 
next that he had challenged Octavio to fight; oy 
| when 
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when he knew his Error, iy ned to have gone 
this Morning, and aſked him Pardon, if ng had 
been returned; but the amorous Lover over 
| Night, ordering himſelf for the Encounter to the 
beſt Advantage, had ſens a Note to a Doctor, 
for ſomething that would encourage his Spirits; 
the Doctor came, and opening a little Box, 
wherein was à powerful Medicine, he told him 
that a Doſe of thoſe little Flies would make him 
come off with wondrous Honour in the Battle of 
Love; and the DoQor being gone to call for a 
Glaſs of Sack, the Doctor having laid out of the 
Box what he thought requiſite on a Piece of Pa- 
per, and leaving the Box open, our Spark thought 
if ſuch a Doſe would encourage him fo, a greater 
would yet m ke him do greater Wonders; and 
taking twice the Quantity out of the Box, puts them 
into his Pocket, and having drank the firſt with 
full Directions, the Doctor leaves him; who was 
no ſooner gone, but he takes thoſe out of his 
Pocket, and in a Glaſs of Sack drinks them 
down; after this he bathes and dreſſes, and be- 
lieves himſelf a very Hercules, that could have 
got at leaſt twelve Sons that bappy Night; but he 
was no ſooner laid in Bed with the charming 
Sylvia, as he thought, but he was taken with i in- 
tolerable Gripes and Pains, ſuch as he had never 
ſelt before, inſomuch that he was not able to lie in 
the Bed: This enrages him; he grows mad and 
aſhamed ; ſometimes he had little Intermiſſions for 
a Momegit of Eaſe, and then he would plead 
ſoftly by her Bed-fide, and aſk ten thouſand Par- 
dons ; which being eaſily granted he would go in- 
to Bed again, but then the Pain would ſeize him 
anew, ſo that after two or three Hours of Di- 
{traction he was forced to dreſs and retire :. But, 
inſtead of going down he went ſoftly up to his 
own Chamber, where he ſate him down, and 
* curſed 


* 
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| curſed the World, himſelf and his hard Fate; and 


in this Extremity of Pain, Shame and Grief, he 
remained-till break of Day: By which Time Anto- 
net, who was almoſt as violently afflicted, got her 


Coats on, and went to her own Chamber, where 


ſhe found her Lady more dead than alive. She 
immediately ſhifted her Bed-Linen, and made her 
Bed, and conducted her to it, without endea- 
vouring to divert her with the Hiſtory of her own 
Misfortune; and only aſked her many Queſtions 
concerning her being thus ill: To which the 
wretched Hy via only anſwered with Sighs ; ſo that 
Antonet perceived it was the Letter that had diſor- 
dered her, and begged ſhe might be permitted to ſee 
it; ſhe gave her Leave, and Antonet read it; but 
no ſooner was ſhe come to that Part of it which 
named the Counteſs of Clarinau, but ſhe aſked 
her Lady if ſhe underſtood who that Perſon was, 
with great Amazement : At this Sylvia was con- 
tent to ſpeak, pleaſed a little that ſhe ſhould have 


an Account of her Rival. No, ſaid ſhe, Do! thou 


know her? Yes, Madam, replied Antonet, particu- 
larly well; for I have ſerved her ever ſince I was 
a Girl of five Years old, ſbe being of the ſame Age 


| with me, and ſent at fix Years old both to a Mo- 


naftery ; for fhe being fond of my Play her Father 


fent me at that Age with her, both to ſerve and to 
divert her with Babies and Baubles; there we 


lived ſeven Years together, when an old rich Spa- 
niard, the Count of Clarinau, fell in. Love with 
my Lady, and married her from the Monaſtery, be- 


ore ſhe had ſeen any Part of the World beyond 


theſe ſanctiſied Walls. She cried bitterly to have 
had me to Collen with her, but he ſaid I was tw 
young now for her Service, and ſo ſent me away 


Lack ta my own Town, which is this; and here ny 
Lady was born too, and is Sifter to- Here 


ſhe ſtopped, fearing to tell ; which Sylvia per- 
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ceiving, with a Briſkneſs (which her Indiſpoſi- 
tion one would haye thought could nat have al- 
lowed) fate up in her Bed, and cried, Ha / Siſser 
to whom Ob, how thou wouli/t pleaſe me to Jay, 
to Octavio. Why, Madam, would it pleaſe you? 
ſaid the bluſhing Maid. Becauſe, ſaid Sylvia, 
it would. in Part revenge me on bis bald Addreſſes to 
Family, to revenge himſelf on Philander. Ab, 


4 


Madam, ſaid ſhe, as to hit Preſurmption towards 


you, Fortune has ſufficiently revenged it; at this 
ſhe hung down her Head, and looked very 
fooliſhly. How, ſaid Sylvia, ſmiling and rearing 
herſelf yet more in her Bed, 7s am Miifortun 
arriued to Octavio? Oh, how I will triumph and up- 
braid the daring Man ! ----tell me quickly what it is; 
for nothing would rejaice me more than to "hear he 
were”. puniſhed a little : Upon this Antonet told 
her what an unlucky Night ſhe had, how Ota - 
vio was ſeized, and how he departed; by which 
Sylvia believed he had made ſome Diſcovery of 
the Cheat that was put upon him; and that he 
only feigned Illneſs to get himſelf looſe from her 
Embraces; and now ſhe falls to confidering how 
ſhe ſhall be revenged on both her Lovers: And 
the beſt ſhe can pitch upon is that of ſetting them 
both at Odds, and making them fight and revenge 
themſelves on one another ; but ſhe, like a right 
Woman, could not diflemble her Reſentment of 
jealouſy, whatever Art ſhe had to do fo in any 
other Point ; but mad to caſe her Soul that was 
tull, and to upbraid Philander, ſhe writes him 
a Letter; but not till ſhe had once more, to 
make her ftark-mad, read his over again, which 


Sy L- 


- ventured all his Fame, and loſt his Fortune, lent 
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rer 0 PHILANDER. 

ES, perjured Villain, at laſt all thy Perfidy 
1 is arrived to my Knowledge; and thou hadſt 
better have been damned, or have fallen, like an 
ungrateful Traitor, as thou art, under the pub- 
lick Shame of dying by the common Executioner, 
than have fallen under the Graſp of my Re- 
venge; inſatiate as thy Luſt, falſe as thy Treaſons 
to thy Prince, fatal as thy Deſtiny, loud as thy 
Infamy; and bloody as thy Party. Villain, Vil- 
lain, where got you the reel to uſe me thus, 
knowing my Injuries and my Spirit? Thou ſeeſt, 
baſe Traitor, I do not fall on thee with Treache- 
ry, as thou haſt with thy King and Miſtreſs ; to 
which thou haſt broken thy holy Vows of Allegi- 
ance and eternal Love!! But thou that haſt broken 
the Laws of God and Nature! What could I expect, 
when neither Religion, Honour, common Juſtice 
nor Law could bind thee to Humanity? Thou 
that betrayeſt thy Prince, abandoneſt thy Wife, re- 
nounceſt thy Child, killeſt thy Mother, raviſheſt 
thy Siſter, and art in open Rebellion againſt thy 
native Country, and very Kindred and Brothers. 
Oh after this, what muſt the Wretch expect who 
has believed thee, and followed thy abject For- 
tunes, the miſerable out-caſt Slave, and Con- 
tempt of the World ? What could ſhe expect but 
that the Villain is ſtill potent in the unrepented, 
and all the Lover dead and gone, the Vice re- 
mains, and all the Virtue vaniſhed ! Oh, what 
could I expect from ſuch a Devil, ſo loft in Sin 
and Wickedneſs, that even thoſe for whom he 


like a State-Cully upon the publick Faith, on 
the Security of Rogues, Knaves and Traitors ; 


even thoſe, I ſay, turned him out of their mw 
. | cils 


Part II. | 
cils - for 2 Repsebute t too leud for the villainous 
Society? Oh curſed. that I was, by Heaven” and 


Fate, to be blind and deaf to all thy Infamy, 
and ſuffer thy - adorable bewitching Face and 


Tongue to charm me to Madneſs and Undo- 
ing, when that was all thou lradſt left thee, thy 
falſe Perſon, to cheat the filly, eafy, fond, be- 
lieving World into any Sort of Opinion of thee z 
for not one good Principle was left, not one 


poor Virtue to guard thee from Damnation, thou 


hadſt but one Friend left thee, one true, one 
real Friend, and that was wretched Sylvia ; the, 
when all ballen thee but the Executioner, 
fled with thee, ſuffered with thee, flarved with 
thee, loft her Fame and Honour with thee, loft 
her Friends, her Parents, and alt her Beauty's 
Hopes for thee ; and, in lieu of all, found only 


the Accuſation of all the Good, the Hate of all 
the Virtuous, the Reproaches of her Kindred, 
the Scorn of all chaſte Maids, and Curſes of 


all honeſt Wives ; and in Requital had only thy 
falſe Vows, thy empty Love, 'thy faithlefs Pa 
braces, and cold diſſembling Kifles, My ' only 
Comfort was, (ah miſerable Comfort,) to fa 


they were true ; now chat it is departed too, and 
1 have nothing but a brave Revenge Teft in 


the Room of all F In which will be as mercileſs 
and irreligious as even thou haft been in all thy 
Actious; and there remains about me only this 


Senfe of Honour yet, that 1 dare tell thee' of 
a Bravery thou haſt never 


my bold Deſign, 
ſhewed to me, Who takeſt me Unawares, flabbf 
me without a warning of the Blow ; fo would'ft 


thou ſerve thy King hadft thou but Power; and ſo 


thou ſerveſt thy Miſtreſs. When I look back 
even to thy Infancy, thy Life has been but 

continued Race of *] N and I, (deftined'thy 
evil Genius) way” — thy Formentor'; 
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minal) I will expoſe myſelf to all the 


all mercileſs and as reſolved as I; as 
F 1 en), 


⁊s in its firſt Shine, and finds its own. 


can never return with more than Pity, 
ſion, or Civility for the firſt; 1 175 
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ö for thou haſt made a; very Fiend of me, and I 


have Hell within; all Rage, all Torment, Fire, 
Diſtraction, Madneſs; 1 rave, I burn, I tear my- 
ſelf and faint, am ſtill a dying, but can never fall 


till I have graſped thee with me: Oh, I ſhould 


laugh in Flames to ſee thee howling by: I ſcorn 


thee, hate thee, loath thee more than ever I have 


loved thee; and hate myſelf ſo much for ever 
loving thee, (to be revenged upon the filthy Cri- 
| | World, 
cheat,. jilt and flatter, all as thou haſt done, and 
having.. not one Senſe or Grain of Honour left, 
will yield the abandoned Body thou haſt rifled to 
every aſking Fop: Nor is that all, for they that 
purchaſe. this ſball buy it at the Price of being my 


Bravo s. And all ſhall aid in my PN on thee; 


., 


Fe a * 


Having ſhot this Flaſh of the Lightning of her 
Soul, and finiſhed her Rant, ſhe found herſelf 
much eaſier in the Reſolves on Revenge ſhe had 
fixed there: She ſcorned by any vain Endeavour 


to recal him from his Paſſion; ſhe had Wit enough 


to have made thoſe eternal Obſervations, that 
Love once gone is never to be retrieved, and that 


it was impoſſible to ceaſe loving, and then again 


>, loye. the ſame Perſon; one may belieye for 


me. Time, one's Love, is abated, bur when. it 


comes to a Trial, it ſhews itſelf. 2 vigorous 
Error; but 


when once one comes to love een. it 


F, | firſt; This, is a moſt cer- 
tain Truth which all Lovers will find, as moſt 
Wives may experience, and which our Sylpig now 


took for granted, and gaye, him over for dead jo 


Compal- 
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| all but her Revenge. Though Fits of Softneſs, 
Weeping, Raving, and Tearing, would by Turns 
ſeize the diſtracted abandoned Beauty, in which 
Extremities ſhe has Recourſe to Scorn and Pride, 
too feeble to aid her too often: The firſt Thing 
ſhe reſolved. on, by the Advice of her reaſonable 
Counſellor, was to hear Love at both Ears, no 
Matter whether ſhe regard it or not, but to hear 
all, as a Remedy againſt loving one in particular; 

for it is moſt certain, that the Uſe of hearing Love, 
or of making Love (though at firſt without Defign 
either in Women or Men, ſhall at laſt unfix the 
moſt confirmed and conſtant Reſolution. And 
fince you are aſſured, continued Antonet, that Sighs 
nor Tears bring back the wandering Lover, and that 
dying for him will be no Revenge on him, but 
rather a kind Aſſurance that you will no more trou- 
ble the Man who is already weary of you, you 
ought, with all your Power, Induſiry and Reaſon, 
rather to ſeek the Preſervation of that Beauty, ' of 
that fine Humour, to ſerve you on all Occaſions, 
either f Revenge or Love, than by a fooliſh and 
inſignificant Concern and Sorrow reduce yourſelf to 
the Condition , being ſcorned by all, or at beſt but 
pitiede How, Pitied ! Cried the haughty Sylvia: I. 
there any Thing 1 inſupportable to our Sex as Pity 
No ſurely, replied the Servant, when ibis accom- 
panied by Love ; Ob what bleſſed Comfort tis to 
hear People cry She was ones charming, ence a 
Beauty Is any Thing more grating, Madam? At 
this Rate ſhe ran on, and left nothing unſaid that 
might animate the angry Sylvia to love anew, or 
at leaſt to receive and admit of Love; for in that 
Climate the Air naturally breeds Spirits avaritious, 
and much inclines them to the Love of Money, 
which they will gain at any Price or Hazard ; and 
all this Diſcourſe to Sylvia, was but to incline 
the revengeful liſtening * to admit of _ 
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Addreſſes of Ofavie, becauſe: ſhe knew he would 
make her Fortune, Thus was the unhaypy Maid 


left by her own unfortune Conduct, encompaſſed 
in on every Side with Diſtraction; and ſhe was 
pointed out by Fate to be made the moſt wretched 
of all her Sex; nor had ſhe left one faithful Friend 
to adviſe or ſtay her Vouth in its haſty Advance 
to Ruin ; ſhe hears the perſuading Eloquence of 


the flattering Maid, and finds now nothing ſo 
| 28 on her Soul as Revenge, and nothing 


ths it mere; and among all her Lovers, or 


thoſe at leaſt that ſhe knew adored her, none was 


found ſo proper an Inſtrument as the noble 


Octavio, his Youth, his Wit, his Gallantry, but 
above all his Fortune pleads moſt powerfully: with 
her; ſo that ſhe reſolves upon the Revenge, and 


fixes: him the Man; whom ſhe now knew by ſo 
many Obligations was obliged to:ſerve her Turn on 
Philander : Thus Sywia found a little Tranquil- 
lity, ſuch as it was, in Hope of Kevenge, while 
- paſſionate Ofavis was wrecked with a thouſand 

ains and Torments, ſuch as none but jilted Lo- 
vers can imagine; and having a thouſand: Times 
reſolved to hate her, and as often to love on, in 
Spite of al after a thouſand: Arguments againſt 
her, and as many in Favour of her, he arrived only 
to this Knowledge, that his Love was extreme, 
and that he had no Power over bis Heart; that 
Honour, Fame, Intereſt, and- whatever elſe might 
oppoſe his violent Flame, were all too weak to 


_ extinguiſh the leaſt Spark of it, and all the Con- 


queſt he could get of himſelf was, that he ſuffered 
all his Torment, all the Hell of raging Jealouſy 
you: to Confirmation; and all the Pangs of Ab- 


| ſence for that whole Day, and had the Courage 
to live on the Rack without eafing one Moment 


of his Agony by a Letter or Billet, which in ſuch 
Love- 


3 1 


— 


- 
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Love- ſick Heart; and Sylvia, who dreſt, and fuf- 
fered herſelf wholly to be carried away by her 


Vengeance, expected him with as much Impati- 


ence as ever ſhe did the Coming of the once ado- 
rable Philander, though with a different Paſſion; but 
all the live-long Day paſt in Expectation of him, 
and no Lover appeared; no not ſo much as a Bil- 
let, nor Page at her Up- riſing to aſk her Health; 
ſo that believing he had been very ill indeed, from 


what Antonet told her of his being ſo all Night, 


and fearing now that it was no Diſcovery of the 
Cheat put upon him by the Exchange of the Maid 
for the Miſtreſs, but real Sickneſs, ſhe reſolyed 
to ſend to him, and the rather becauſe Antonet 
aſſured her he was really fick, and in a cold damp 
Sweat all over his Face and Hands which ſhe 


touched, and that from his infinite Concern at the 
Defeat, the extream Reſpect he ſhewediher in mid, 
at his own Diſappointment, and 


of all the Na 
every Qircumitance, ſhe knew it was no feigned 
Thing for any Diſcovery he had made: On this 
Confirmation, from a Maid, cunning enough ts 


this Letter at Night. 


diſtinguiſh Truth from Flateery, the writ Oavis 


SyYLivis % Octavio 


F Aer ſuck 4 Parting from a Maid fo entirely 


41 kind to you, ſhe might at leaſt have hopec 
the Favour of a Billet from you, to have informed 
her of your Health ; unleſs you -think that after 
we have ſurrendered all, we are of the Humour 


of molt of your Sex, who deſpiſe the Obliger ; 


but I 88 a Man above the little Crimes 
and Levities of your Race; and I am yet ſo hard 


to be drawn from that Opinion, I am willing to. 


fatter myſelf, that tis yet ſome other Reaſon 
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Fart of the Happineſs of 


on the Table, and read it; and was not much 
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that has hindered you from viſiting me ſince, or 
ſending me an Account of your Recovery, which 


I am too ſenſible of to beſieve was feigned, and 


which indeed has made me ſo tender, that I eaſily 
forgive all the Diſappointment I received from it, 
and beg you will not afflict yourſelf at any Loſs 


you ſuſtained by it, ſince I am ſtill ſo much the 
ſame I was, to be as ſenſible as before of all the 


Obligations I have to you ; ſend me Word im- 


mediately how you do, for on that depends a great 


an TP 
You may eaſily ſee by this Letter ſhe was not 


in a Humour of either writing Love or much 


Flattery ; for yet ſhe knew not how ſhe ought to 


| reſent this Abſence in all Kinds from O#avio, and 
therefore with what Force ſhe could put upon a 
Soul, too wholly taken up with the Thoughts of 


another, more dear and more afflifting, ſhe only 
writ this to fetch'one from him, that by it ſhe 
might learn Part of his Sentiment of her laſt 
Action, and ſent her Page with it to him; who, 
as was uſual, was carried directly up to Octavio, 


whom he found in a Gallery, walking in a moſt 


dejected Poſture, without a Band, unbraced, his 
Arms a-croſs his open Breaſt, and his Eyes bent 


to the Floor; and not taking any Notice when 


the Pages entered, his own was forced to pul! 


him by the Sleeve before he would look up, and 


ſtarting from a thouſand Thoughts that oppreſſed 


him almoſt to Death, he Wa wildly about him, 


and aſked their Buſineſs: When the Page delivered 
him the Letter, he took it, but with ſuch Confu- 
ſion as he had much ado to ſupport himſelf; but 
reſoving not to ſhew his Feebleneſs to her Page, 
he made a Shift to get to a Wax-light that was 


amazed 
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amazed at the Contents, believing ſhe was purſu - 


ing the Buſineſs of her Sex and Life, and jilting 
him on; (for ſuch was his Opinion of all Women 
now); he forced a Smile of Scorn, though his Soul 


were burſting, and turning to the Page gave him 
a liberal Reward, as was his daily. Uſe When he 
came, and muſtered up ſo much Courage as to 
force himſelf to:ſay————Ch:ld, tell your Lady it 
requires no Anſwer ; you may tell her. too, that I 
am in perfect good Health. He was oppreſſed 
to ſpeak more, but Sighs. ſtopped him, and his 
former Reſolution, wholly to abandon' all Correſ- 
pondence with her, ehecked his forward iT ongue, 


and he walked away to prevent himſelf from ſaying: 


more: While the Page, who wondered at. this 
Turn of Love, after a little waiting, departed ; 
and when Octavio had ended his Walk, and turned, 


and ſaw him gone, his Heart felt a thouſand Pangs 
not to be borne or ſupported; he was often ready 


to recal him, and was angry the Boy did not urge 
him for an Anſwer. He read the Letter again, 
and wonders at nothing now after her laſt Night's 
Action, though all was Riddle to him: He found 
it was writ to ſome happier Man than himſelf, 
however he chanced to have it by Miſtake; and 


turning to the Outſide, viewed the Superſcription, 
where there happened to be none at all, for Sui 


writ in haſte, and when ſhe did it, it was the leaſt 
of her Thoughts: And now he believed he had 
found out the real Myſtery, that it was not meant 
to him; he therefore calls his Page, whom he ſent 
immediately aſter that of Sylvia, who being yet 
below (for the Lads were laughing together for a 
Moment) he brought him to his diſtracted Lord; 
who nevertheleſs aſſumed a Mildneſs to the inno- 
cent Boy, and cried, My Child, thou haſt miſlaken 


the Perſon to whom. thou ſhouldfi have carried the. 


Letter, and I am ſorry I opened it; pray return it 
„ „ b "> 


= 
— ws gg n Es, 


+ 
— —_ - _ ——— a: 5 — 
— 29 4-4 I WIRES <4. EI . 
... ² ũꝛ er renter ins a te 


— — 


—— 
. 22 . ͤ ee 


p- 


= 
— — — — = OS 5 
- — 4 - - 1 — — — 4 o * - —— — ae * —— * \ 5 P 
— ² RT renn We 8 ; * — 
N \ e " , . — — " wa how . —— ——— P 
—— dns 0 r — * * 8 L 4 * — — _ — 
— — o — — * o — r * F 2. 1 © get; oy a r — . ER 
- by k — — — 2 — — Ss . WEE POPC fr 1 6 4 — * * * 
= l — PY = FRA — . i mo _—_ - — . o 2 * — * — 
— 9 — 1 2 - * 2 — —— 3 — 2 a — 
- \ . * / \ - - l w * 
— — - * 2 1 eek oe — 
— — 5 b - — - a — r eh * 5 2 \ — by 
1 — — - \ _ - 


—— « 
— — 


17 
1. 


— 
. OR *_ _ 
> — — * — a 
— 


272 Love-Letters, Part Il. 
10 be Aan it was meant to, giving him the 
Letter, Ay Lord, replied the Boy, I do not uſe to 


carry Letters 10 any but your Lordſhip: It is the 
 Footmens Buſineſs to do that to] ther Perſons. It us a 
Aliflake, where ever it lies, cried Octavio, ſighing, 


whether in Thee, or thy Lady —— So turning from 


 the-wondring Boy he left him to return with his 


Letter to his Lady, who grew mad at the Rela- 


tion of what ſhe heard from the Page, and not- 


withſtanding the Torment ſhe had upon her Soul, 
occaſioned by Pbilander, ſhe now found ſhe had 


more to endure, and that in Spite of all her Love- 


Vows and Refentments, ſhe. had ſomething for 
Octavio to which ſhe could not give a Names 
ſhe fanſies it all Pride, and Concern for the In- 
dignity put on her Beauty : But whatever it was, - 
this Slight of his ſo wholly took up her Soul, that ſhe 
had for ſome Time quite forgot Philander, or when 
the did think on him it was with leſs Reſentment 
than of this Affront; ſhe conſiders Philander with 
ſome Excuſe now; as having long been poſſeſſed 
of a Happineſs he might grow. weary of; but a 
new Lover, who had for fix Months inceſſantly 
lain at her Feet, Imploring, Dying, Vowing, 
Weeping, Sighing, Giving and Acting all Things 


the moſt paſſionate of Men was capable of, or 


that Love could inſpire, for him to be at laſt ad- 
mitted to the Poſſeſſion of the raviſhing Object of 


his Vows and Soul, to be laid in her Bed, nay in 


her veryArms (as ſhe imagined he thaught)and then, 


even before gathering the Roſes he came to pluck, 
| before he had begun to compoſe or finiſhed his 


Noſegay, to depart the happy Paradiſe with 2 
Diſguſt, and ſuch a Diſguſt, as firſt to oblige him 
to diſſemble Sickneſs, and next fall even from all 
his Civilities, was a Contempt ſhe was -not able 


to bear; eſpecially from him, of whom all Men 


living, ſhe deſigned to make the greateſt — 
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of, as moſt fit for her Revenge of all Degrees and 


Sorts: But when ſhe reflected with Reaſon, (which 
ſhe ſeldom did, for either Love or Rage blinded 
that) ſhe could not conceive it poſſible that Ofavro 
could be fallen ſo ſuddenly from all his Vows and 
Profeſſions, but on ſome very great Provocation : 
Sometimes ſhe thinks he tempted her to try her 
Virtue to Philander, and being a perfe honour- 
able Friend, hates her for her Levity ; but ſhe 
conſiders his Preſents, and his unwearied Induſtry, 
and believes he would not at that Expence have 


bought a Knowledge which could profit neither 
himlelf or Philander ; then ſhe believes ſome diſ- 


guſted Scent, or ſomething about Antonet, might 
diſoblige him; but having called the Maid, con- 
juring her to tell her whether any Thing paſled 
between her and Octauio; ſhe again told her Lady 
the whole Truth, in which there could be no 
Diſeovery of Infirmity there; ſhe embraced her, 
ſhe kiſſed her Boſom, and found her Touches ſoft, 
her Breath and Boſom ſweet as any Thing in Na- 
ture could be; and now loſt almoſt in a Con- 
fuſion of Thought, ſhe could not tell what to 


imagine; at laſt ſhe being wholly poſſeſſed that 


all the Fault was not in Octavio, (for too often 
we believe as we hope) ſhe concludes that An- 


ſonet has told him all the Cheat ſhe put upon him: 


This laſt Thought pleaſed her, becauſe it ſeemed 


the moſt probable, and was the moſt favourable 


to herſelf; and a Thought that, if true, could 


not do her any Injury with him. This ſet her 
Heart a little to Rights, and ſhe grew calm with 
a Belief, that if ſo it was, as now ſhe doubted 


not, a Sight of her, or a future Hope from her, 
would calm all his Diſcontent, and beget a right 
Underſtanding; ſhe therefore reſolves to write 
to him, and own her little Fallacy : But before 
the did fo, Octavia, whoſe Paſſion was violent 
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Kidicule, Oh, he deſerved it well, moſt wondrous 
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as ever in his Soul, tho' it was oppreſt with a thou- 
ſand Torments, and languiſhed under as many 


feeble Reſolutions, burſt at laſt into all its former 
Softneſs, and he reſolves to write to the falſe Fair 


One, and upbraid her with her laſt Night's Infide- 
lity ; nor could he ſleep till he had char Way charmed 
his Senſes, and eaſed: his ſick afflicted Soul. It 
being now ten at Night, and he retired to his 
Chamber, he ſet himſelf down and writ this. 


AFCTAYVIO T0 SYEVIA. 
Madam, 1 
„ "oy? U have at laſt taught me a perfect Know- 
1 ledge of myſelf; and in one unbappy Night 
made me ſee all the Follies and Vanities of 
my Soul, which Self-love and fond Imagi- 
nation had too long rendered that Way guilty; 
long, long ! I have played the Fop as Others do, 
and ſhewed the gaudy Monſieur, and ſet a Value 
on my worthleſs Perſon for being well dreſſed, 
as I believed, and furniſhed out for Conqueſt, by 
being the gayeſt Coxcomb in the Town, where, 
even as I paſt, perhaps, I fanfied I made Advances 


on ſome wiſhing Hearts, and vain, with but ima- 


2 Victory, I ftill fooled on and was 
at laſt undqne; for I. ſaw Sylvia, the Charming 
Faithleſs | Sy/via, a Beauty that one would have 
thought had had the Power to have cured the 


fond Diſeaſe of Self-conceit and Foppery, ſince 


Love, they ſay, is a Remedy againſt thoſe Faults 


of Youth; but ſtill my Vanity was powerful in 


me, and even this Beauty too I thought it not 
impoſfible to vanquiſh, and ſtill dreſſed on, and 
took a mighty Care to ſhew myſelf ——a Block- 
head, Curſe upon me, while you were laughing 
at my Induſtry, and turned the fanſying Fool to 


well, 


— 
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well, for but believing any Thing about him could 
merit but a ſerious Th 
Whoſe Buſineſs is to laugh at all; yet Love, that 

is my Sin and Puniſhment, & ew as abſolute- 
ly in my Soul, as when I wiſhed and hoped and 
longed for mighty Bleſſings you could 11 ; yes, 
I ſill love! Only this Weed is fixed to it, 
to ſee thoſe Errors which I cannot ſhun; my 
Love is as high, but all my Wiſhes gone; my 

Paſſion ftill remains entire and raving, but no 
Defire ; I burn, I die, but do not wiſh to hope; 
I would be all Deſpair, and, like a Martyr, am 
vain and proud even in ſuffering, Yes, Syluia— 
when you made me wiſe, you made me wretched 
too: Before, like a falſe Worſhipper, I only ſaw 
the gay, the gilded Side of the deceiving Idol; but 
now it is fallen —— diſcovers all the Cheat, and 
ſhews a God no more; and it is in Love as in 
Religion too, there is nothing makes their Votaries 


truly happy but being well deceived : For even ia 


Love itſelf, harmleſs and innocent, as it is by Na- 


ture, there needs a little Art to hide the daily Diſ- 


contents and Torments, that Fears, Diſtruſts and 
Jealouſies create; a little ſoft Diſſimulation is 
needful ; for where the Lover is eaſy, he is moſt 
conſtant. But oh, when Love itſelf is defective 
too, and managed by Deſign and little Intereſt, 
what Cunning, oh what Cautions ought the fair 
Deſigner then to call to her Defence; yet I con- 
feſs your Plot ſtill charming Sylvia, was ſub- 
tilly enough contrived, diſcreetly carried on- 


The Shades of Night, the happy Lover's Refuge, 


favoured you too ; it was only Fate was cruel, 


Fate that conducted me in an unlucky Hour ; dark 
as it was, and filent too the Night, I ſawv 
Yes, faithleſs Fair, I ſaw I was betrayed ; by too 
much Faith, by too much Love undone, I ſaw 


ought from Sylvia. Sylvia! 
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my fatal Ruin and your Perfidy ; and, like a tame 
ignoble Sufferer, left you without Revenge! 2 
-'T muſt confeſs, oh thou deceiving fair One, 1 
never could pretend to what I withe , and 'yet 
methinks, becauſe I know my Heart, and the en- 
tire Devotion, that js paid you, I merited at leaſt 
not to haye been impoſed upon; but after ſo dife 
honourable an Action, as the betraying the Secret 
of my Friend, it was but juft that I thould be 
betrayed,” and you have paid me well, deſervedly 
well, and that ſhall make me filent, and whatſoever 
I ſuffer, however J die, however I languiſh out mn 
wretched Life, I'Il bear my Sighs where you ſha 
never hear them, nor the Reproaches my Complaints 
- Expreſs : Live thou a Puniſhent to vain, fantaſtic, 
Feen live, and advance in Cunning and 
Jeceit, to make the fond believing Men more wiſe, 
and teach the Women new Arts of Falfhood, till 
they deceive fo long, that Man may hate, and ſet 
as vaſt a Diſtance between Sex and Sex, as I have 
reſolved (oh Sylvia) thou ſhalt be for ever from 
FFT OCTAVJIO. 


This Letter came juſt as Sylvia was going to 
write to him, of which ſhe was extreamly glad; 
for all along there was nothing expreſſed that could 
make her think he meant any other than the Cheat 
ſhe put upon him in Antonei iniſtead of herfelf : And 
it was ſome Eaſe to her Mind to be aſſured of the 
Cauſe of his Anger and Abſence, and to find her 
own Thought confirmed, that he had indeed dif- 
covered the Truth of the Matter: She knew, 
ſince that was all, ſhe could eaſily reconcile him 
by a plain Conſeſſion, and giving him new Hopes; 
me therefore writes this Anſwer to him, which ſhe 
ſent by his Page, who walted for it, 


si- 


Ly J : o : * 


e UVETATIO:.. 

Crime you charge me with; and did believe a 
Perſon of your Gallantry, Wit and Gaiety, would 
have paſſed over ſo little a Fault, with only re- 
proaching me pleafantly ; I did not expect fo graut 
a Reproof, or rather ſo ferious an Accuſation. 
Youth has a thouſand follies to anfwer for, and 
cannot QZavie pardon one Sally of it in Sylvia? 
I rather expected to have ſeen you early here this 


Morning, pleaſantly rallying my. little Perfidy, 


than to find you railing at a Diſtance at it; calling 
3t by a thoufand Names that does not merit ha 
this Malice: And ſure you do not think me fo 
poor in Nature, but I could, ſome other 
coming Hour, have made you Amends for thofe 
you loft laſt Night, poffibly I could have wiſhee 
myſelf with you at the fame Time; and had I, 


perhaps, followed my Inclination, I had made yon 


happy as you wiſhed; but there were powerful 
Reaſons that prevented me. I conjure you to let 
me fee you, where I will make a Confeſſion of 
my laft Night's Sin, and give ſuch Arguments to 
convince you of the Neceſſity of it, as ſhall abſo- 
lutely reconcile you to Love, Hope, and—— _ 

1 1 f 'SYLFIA. 


It being late, ſhe only ſent this ſhort Billet: And 


not hoping 'that Night to ſee him, ſhe went to 
Bed, after having enquired the Health of Briltiard, 
who ſhe heard was very ill; and that young de- 


feated Lover, finding it impoſſible to meet Octavia 


as he had promiſed, not to fight him, but to ask 
his Pardon for his Miſtake, made a fhift, with 
much ado, to write him a Note, which was this: 
29 OA ST WO 
I Confeſs my Yefterday's Rudeneſs, and beg you 
will give me a Pardon before I leave the World; 
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for I was laſt Night taken eden ill, and am 
unable to wait on your Lordſhip, to beg what this 


moſt earneſtly does for e Lordſhip's moſt de- 
_ n . K ILLIARD. 


This Billet, tho it benified 88 to Cons 
She ſerved Sylvia afterwards to very good Uſe and 
Purpoſe, as a little Time ſhall make appear. And 


Octavio received theſe two Notes from Briluard 


and Sylvia at the ſame Time; the one he flung by 
| regardleſs, the other he read. with infinite Pain, 


| Scorn, Hate, Indignation, all at once ſtormed in 
his Heart, he felt every Paſſion there but that of 


Love, which cauſed them all; if he thought her 
falſe and ungrateful before, he now thinks her 


fallen to the loweſt Degree of Lewdneſs, to own 


her Crime with ſuch Impudence ; he fanſies now 
he is cured of Love, and hates her abſolutely, thinks 
her below even his Scorn, and puts himſelf to Bed, 
| believing he ſhall fleep as well as before he ſaw the 
light, the fooliſh Sy/via : But oh he boaſts in vain, 
the light, the fooliſh Sylvia. was charming till ; 
Kill all the Beauty appeared; even in his Slumbers 
the Angel dawned about him, and all the Fiend 
was laid: He ſees her lovely Face, but the falſe 
Heart is hid; he hears her charming Wit, but all 
the Cunning i is huſhed: He views the Motions of 
her delicate Body, without regard to thofe of her 
Mind; he thinks of all the tender Words ſhe has 
given him, in which the jilting Part is loſt, and 
all forgotten; or, if by Chance it croſſed his hap- 


pier Thought, he rolls and tumbles in his Bed, he 


raves and calls upon her charming Name, till he 
have quite forgot it, and takes all the Pains he can 
to deceive his own Heart: Oh it is a tender Part, 
and can endure no Hurt; he ſooths it therefore, and 
at the worſt reſolves, ſince the vaſt Bleihng may 


1 purchaſed, to reyel in Delight, and cure himſelf 
8 . 
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that Way: Theſe flattering Thoughts kept him 

all Night waking, and in the Morning he reſolves 
his Viſit ;z but taking up her Letter, which lay on 
the Table, he read it over again, and, by Degrees, 
wrought himſelf up to Madneſs at the Thought 

that Sylvia was poſſeſſed: Philander he could bear 
with little Patience, but that, becauſe before he 
loved or knew her, he could allow; but this—— _ 
this wrecks his very Soul; and in his Height of 
Fury, he writes this Letter without Conſideration. 


OcTavio 70 SYLVLA. 


0 IN CE you profeſs yourſelf a common Mi- 
O ſtreſs, and ſet up for the glorious Trade of 
Sin, ſend me your Price, and 1 perhaps may 
purchaſe Damnation at your Rate. May be you have 
a Method in your Dealing, and I have miſtook 
you all this while, and dealt not your Way; in- 
ſtruct my Youth, great Miſtreſs of the Art, and 
I ſhall be obedient ; tell me which Way I may be 
happy too, and put in for an Adventurer; I have 
a Stock of ready Vouth and Money; pray, name 
your Time and Sum for Hours, or Nights, or 
Monte ; I will be in at all, or any, as you ſhalt 
find Leiſure to receive the impatient Ofavio, 

This in a mad Moment he writ, and ſent it ere 
he had conſidered farther ;' and Sylvia, who ex- 
pected not ſo coarſe and rough a Return, grew as 
mad as he in reading it; and ſhe had much ado 
to hold her Hands off from beating the innocent 
Page that brought it: To whom ſhe turned with 
Fire in her Eyes, Flames in her Cheeks, and 
Thunder on her Tongue, and cried, Go tell your 
Maſier that he is a Villain; and if yon dare ap- 
proach me any more from bim, T'll have my Footmen 
whip yo; and with a Scorn, that diſcovered all tbe 
Indignation in the World, ſhe turned from him, 

1 | | and 
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and, tearing his Note, threw it from her, and walked 
her Way: And the Page, thunder- ſtruck, returned 
to his Lord, who by this Time was repenting he had 
managed his Paffion no better, and at what the Boy 
told him was wholly convinced of his Error; he 
now conſidered her Character and Quality, and 
' accuſed himſelf of great Indiſcretion ; and as he 
was fitting the moſt dejected melancholy Man on 
Earth, reflecting on his Misfortune, the Poſt ar- 
rived with Letters from Philander, which he opened, 
and laying by that which was incloſed for Sylvia, 
he read that from Ph:lander to himſelf. 


PHILAN DER 70 OcTaAvio. 
HERE is no Pain, my dear Octavio, either 
| in Love or Friendſhip, like that of Doubt; 
and I confeſs myſelf guilty of giving it you, in 
a great Meaſure, by my Silence the laſt Poſt; but 
having Buſineſs of ſo much greater Concern to my 
Heart than even writing to Octavio, I found my- 
ſelf unable to purſue any other; and I believe 
you could too with the;leG6 Impatience bear with 
my Neglect, having Affairs of the ſame Nature 
there; our Circumſtances and the Bufineſs of our 
Hearts then being ſo reſembling, methinks 1 have 
as great an Impatience to be recounting to you 
the Story of my Love and Fortune, as I am to 
. receive that of yours, and to know what Advances 
you have made in the Heart of the ſtill charming 
Sylvia Tho, there will be this Difference in the 
Relations; mine, whenever I recount it,, will give 
you a double Satisfaction; firſt from the Share 
your Friendſhip makes you have in all the Plea- 
ſures. of Philander; and next that it excuſes Sylvia, 
if ſhe can be falſe to me for Octavio; and ſtill ad- 
vances his Deſign on her Heart: But yours, when- 
ever 1 receive it, will give me a thouſand * ä 
1 : - whic 
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which it is however but juſt 1:ſhould feel, ſince I 
was the firſt. Breaker of the ſolemn League and Co- 
venant made between us; which yet Ido, by all that 
is ſacred, with a Regret that makes me reflect with 
ſome Repentance in all thoſe Moments, wherein 1 
do not wholly give my Soul up to Love, and the 
more beautiful Caliſia; yes more, becauſe new. 
In my laſt, my dear Odiavio, you left me pur» 

ſuing, like a Knight-Errant, a Beauty enchanted 
within ſome inviſible Free, or Caftle, or Lake, 
or any Thing inacceflible, or rather wandering in 
Dream after ſome glorious diſappearing Fantom: 
And for ſome Time indeed I knew.not whether 1 
Lept or waked. I ſaw daily the good old Count 
of Clarinau, of whom I durſt not ſo much as 
aſk a civil Queſtion towards the Satisfaction of 
my Soul; the Page was ſent into Holland (with 
ſome Expreſs to a Brother in- Law of the Countis) 
of whom before I had the Intelligence of à fair 
young Wife to the old Lord his Maſter; and for 
the reſt of the Servants they ſpoke: all Spaniſb, 

and the Devil a Word we underſtood each other's 
ſo that it was impoſſible to learn any Thing farther 
from them; and I found ] was to owe all my good 
Fortune to my own Induſtry, but how to ſet it 
a-working I could not deviſe; at laſt it happened, 
that being walking in the Garden which had very 
high Walls on three Sides, and a fine large R- 

partment on the other, I concluded that it was irr 
that Part of the Houſe my fair new Conquereſs 
reſided, but how to be reſolved I could not tell, 
nor which Way the Windows looked that were 
to give the Light, towards that Part of the Garden 
there was none; at laſt I ſaw the good old Gentle- 
man come trudging through the Garden,  fumb- 
ling out of his Pocket a Key; I ſtepped imo 
an Arbour to obſerve him, and ſaw him open a 
little Door, that led him into another 9 


az Love-Letter, Part II. 
and locking the Door after him vaniſhed; and 
obſerving” how that Side of the Apartment lay, 
F'went ints the Street, and after a large Com- 
paſs found that which faced that Garden, which 
made the Fore-· part of the Apartment. I made 
a Story of ſome Occaſion I had for ſome upper 
Rooms, and went into many Houſes to find 
which fronted beſt the Apartment, and ſtill 
diſliked ſomething, till I met with one ſo di- 
rectly to it, that I could, when 1 got a Story 
higher, look into the very Rooms, which only a 
delicate Garden parted from this By-ſtreet; there 
it was I fixed, and learned from a young Dutch 
Woman that ſpoke good French, that this was 
the very Place I looked for; the Apartment of 
Madam, the Counteſs of Clarinau + She told me 
too, that every Day after Dinner the old Gentle- 
man came thither, and ſometimes a-Nights; and 
bewailed the young Beauty, who had no better 


Entertainment than what an old withered S$pa- 


#iard of ' threeſcore and ten could give her. I 
found this young Woman apt for my Purpoſe, 
and having very well pleaſed her with my Con- 
|  verſation, and ſome little : Preſents I made her, 
J left her in good Humour, and refolved to 
ſerve me on any Deſign; and returning to my 
Lodging, I found old Ciarinau returned, as briſk 
and gay, as if he had been careſſed by ſo fair and 
young a Lady; which very Thought made me 
rave, and I had Abundance of Pain to with-hold 
my Rage from breaking out upon him, ſo jealous 
and envious was I of what now I loved and de- 
fired a thouſand Times more than ever; ſince the 
Relation my new, young, female Friend had 
given me, who had Wit and Beauty ſufficient to 
make her Judgment impartial : However, I con- 
tained my Jealouſy with the Hopes of a ſudden 
Revenge; for I fancied the Buſineſs half accom- 
-” | pliſhed 
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pliſhed in my Knowledge of her Reſidence. I 
feigned ſome Buſineſs to the old Gentleman, that 


would ball me out of Town for a Week to : 


conſult/ with ſome of our Party; and taking my. 
Leave of him, he offered me the Compliment of 

Money, or what elſe I ſhould need in my Affair, 
Which at that Time was not unwelcome to me; 
and being well furniſhed for my Enterprize, I took 
Horſe without a Page or Footman to attend me; 


becauſe I pretended my Buſineſs was a Secret, 


and taking a Turn about the Town in the Even- 
ing, I left my Horſe without the Gates, and went 
to my ſecret new Quarters, where 1 young 
Friend received me with the Joy of a Miſtreſs, 
and with whom indeed I could not forbear enter- 
taining myſelf very well, which engaged her 
more to my Service, with the Aid of my Libe- 
rality; but all this did not allay one Spark of the 
Fire kindled in my Soul for the lovely Caliſſa; 
and I was impatient for Night, againſt which 
Time I was preparing an Engine to mount the 
Battlement, for ſo it was that divided the Gar- 
den from the Street, rather than a Wall: All 
Things fitted to my Purpoſe, I fixed myſelf at 
the Window that looked directly towards her 
Saſhes, and had the Satisfaction to ſee her lean- 
ing there, and looking on a Fountain, that ſtood 
in the Midſt of the Garden, and caſt a thouſand 
little Streams into the Air, that made a melan- 
choly Noiſe in falling into a large Alabaſter Ciſ- 
tern beneath: Oh how my Heart danced at the 
dear Sight to all the Tunes of Love ! I had not 
Power to ſtir or ſpeak, or to remove my Eyes, 
but languiſhed on the Window where I leant half 

dead with Joy and Tranſport; for ſhe. appeared 

more charming to my View; undreſſed and fit 
for Love; Oh, my Octavio, ſuch are the Pangs - 
which I believe thou feeleſt at the Approach of 
l Sylvia, 


Byluia, ſo beats thy Heart, ſo riſe thy Sighs and 
Wiſhes, ſo trembling and ſo pale at every View, 
as I was in this lucky amorous Moment! And 
thus I fed my Soul till Night came on, and left 
my Eyes no Object but my Heart——a thouſand 
dear Ideas. And now I ſallied out, and with 
good Succeſs; for with a long Engine which 
reached the Top of the Wall, I fixed the End of 
my Ladder there, and mounted it, and fitting on 
the Top brought my Ladder eaſily up to me, 
and turned over to the other Side, and with Abun- 
dance of Eaſe deſcended into the Garden, which 
was the fineſt 1 had ever ſeen; for now, as good 
Luck Would have it, who was deſigned to fa- 
vour me, the Moon began to ſhine ſo bright, as 
even to make me diſtinguiſn the Colours of the 
Flowers that dreſſed all the Banks in raviſhing 
Order; but theſe were not the Beauty I came 
to poſſeſs, and my new Thoughts of diſpoſing 
— and managing my Matters, now took 
all that Admiration that was juſtly due to ſo 
deligbtful a Place, which Art and Nature had a- 
greed to render charming to every Senſe; chus 
much I conſidered it, that there was nothing that 
vid not invite to Love; à thouſand pretty Re- 
veſſes of Arbours, Grotts and little artificial 
Groves; Fountains, invironed with Beds of 
Flowers,” and little Rivulets, to whoſe dear fra- 
= Banks a wiſhing amorous God would make 
his ſoft Retreat. After having ranged about, ra- 
ther to ſeek a Covert on Oecaſion, and to know 
'the Paſles of the Garden, which might ſerve me 
in any Extremity of Surprize that might happen, 
I returned to the Fountain that faced 'Ca/z/ta's 
Window, and leaning upon its Brink, viewed 
che whole Apartment, which appeared very mag- 
-nificent : Juſt againſt me I perceived a Door that 
went into it, which while I was conſidering how 


7 4 _ 


to 
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to get open I heard: it unlock, and ruſhing bes 
hind: the large Baſon of the Fountain (yet ſo as to 
mark who came out)  faw' to my unſpeakable 
Tranſport, the fair, the charming Caiffa, dreſtad 
juſt as ſhe was at the Window, a looſe Gown 
of ſilver Stuff lapped about her — Body, 
her Head in fine Ni 3 and all careleſs 
as my Soul could wiſh ; ſhe came, and with. her 
the old Dragon; and J heard her ſay in coming 
out This is tos fine 4 Night to ſheep in: 
Pr yibes, * do not grudge me the Plia- 
1 2 fince there are 2 few that entrr. 
e This laſt ſpoke with a Sigh, 
— a Languiſhment in her Voice, that ſhot ner 
Flames of Love into my panting Heart, and 
trilled through all my Veins, while ſhe purſued 
her Walk with the old Gentlewoman ; and ftill I 
kept myſelf at ſuch a Diſtance to have them in 
my Sta but flid along the ſhady Side of the 
Walk, where I could not be eaſily ſeen, while 
they kept ſtill on the ſhiny Part: She led me 
thus through allthe Walks, through all the Maze 
of Love; and all the Way I fed my. greedy Eyes 
upon the melancholy Object of m raving De- 
| ſire; her Shape, her Gate, her Motion, every 
Step, and, every Movement of her Hand and 
Head, had a peculiar Grace; a thouſand Times . 
was tempted: to approach her, and diſcover r 
ſelf, but I dreaded' the fatal Conſequence, the 
Woman being by; nor knew I whether they did 
not expect the Huſband there; I therefore waited. 
with Impatience when ſhe would ſpeak, that by 
that I might make ſome Diſcovery of my Deſtiny 
that Night; and. after having tired herſelf a lietle 
with walking, ſhe fate down on a fine Seat of 
white Marble, that was placed at the End ef a 
graſſy Walk, and only ſhadowed with ſome tall 
15 that 83 * behind i againſt | 


one 
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one of which I leaned £1 There, for a quarter of an 


Hour, they ſate as ſilent as the Night, where on- 
Iy ſoft-breathed Winds were heard amongſt the 
Boughs, and ſofter Sighs from fair Caliſia; at laſt 


the old Thing broke Silence, who was almoſt. 


aſleep while ſhe ſpoke. Madam, if you are weary, 
let us retire to Bed, and not fit gazing here at 


the Moon : To Bed, replied Caliſia, What ſhould 


1 do there? Marry fleep, quoth the old Gentle- 
woman; Hhat ſhould you do? Ab, Dormina, 
(ſighed Caliſia,) would Age would ſeize me too; 
for then "perhaps I ſhould find at laft the Pleaſure 


F the Old; be dull and lazy, love to eat and ſleep, 


not have my , Slumbers | diſlurbed with Dreams 
more inſupportable than my waking Wiſhes; far 
Reaſon then ſuppreſſes riſing Thoughts, and the Im- 
polſibility , obtaining keeps the fond Soul in Order 
but Sleep. gives an unguarded Looſe to ſoft 


| Defire, it brings the lovely Phantom to my View, 


and tempts me with a thouſand Charms to Love; 
I ſee a Face, a Mein, a Shape a Look! Such. as 
Heaven never made, or any Thing but fond Imagi- 
nation] Ob, it was. a wonderous Viſin For my 
Part, replied the old One, I am ſuch a Heathen 
Chriſtian, Madam, as I ds not believe there are 


any fuch Things as Viſions, or Ghoſts, or Phan- 


toms: but your Head runs of à young Man, be- 
cauſe you are married to an old one; ſuch an Idea 
4 you framed in your Miſbes poſſeſſed your Fancy, 
iobich was | ſo ſtrong (as indeed Fancy will be ſome- 

times) that it perſuaded you it was a' very Phan- 
tam or Viſion. Let it be Fancy or Viſion, or what- 
ever elſe you can give a Name to, replied - Cal/ta, 
ill it is that, that never ceaſed ſince io torture me 
with a thouſand Pains; and pry these why, Dor- 
mina, i not Fancy, ſince as powerful in me as it 
2085 before Fancy bas not been ſince ſo: kind; yet 
[baue given it Koom for Thought, which before I 
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never did; I ſet whale: Hours, and Days, and fixed 
my Soul upon the lovely Figure; 1 know its Sta- 
ture to an Inch, tall and divinely made; [ſaw 
his Hair, long, black, and curling to his Waiſt 
all looſe and flowing; I ſaw his Eyes, where all 
the Cupids played, black, large, and ſparkling, 
piercing, © loving; languiſhing; I ſaw bis Lips 
ſweet, dimpled, red, and ſoft ; a Youth: compleat in 
all, . like early May, that looks, and ſmells, and 
cheers above the Rel In fine, I ſaw him ſuch as 
nothing but the niceſi Fancy can imagine, and no- 
thing can deſcribe; I ſaw him ſuch as robs me of 
my Reſt, as gives me all the raging Pains of Love 
(Love 1 believe it is) without the Foy of any ſis 
gle Hope : Ob, Madam, ſaid Dormina, that Love 
will quickly die, which is not nurſed with Hope, 
why that is its only Food. Pray Heaven I find it 
fo, replied Caliſia. At that ſhe ſighed as if her 
Heart had broken, and leaned her Arm upon a 
Rail of the End of the Seat, and laid her loyely 
Cheek upon her Hand, and fo continued without 
ſpeaking 3 while I, who was not a little tranſ- 
ported with what I heard, with infinite Pain 
with.held.myſelt from kneeling at her Feet, and 


proſtrating before her that happy Phantom of 7 


which ſhe had ſpoke ſo favourably ; but ſtill 1 
feared my Fate, and to give any Offence. While 
I was. amidſt. a, thouſand Thoughts conſidering 
which to purſue; I could hear Dormina ſnoring 
as faſt as could be, leaning at her Eaſe on the 
other End of the Seat, ſupported by a wide 
Marble Rail; which Caliſſa hearing alſo, turned 
and looked on her, then ſoftly roſe and walked 
away to ſee how long ſhe would ſleep there, if 
not waked. Judge now, my dear Odauio, whe- 
ther Love and Fortune were not abſolutely ſub- 
dued to my Intereſt, and if all Things did not ſa» 
your my 75: hay The very Thought * | 
along 


* 


288 —_Love-Letters, Part II. 
atone: with Calin, of making myſelf known to 
her, of the Opportunity ſhe gave me by going 
from Dorminn Gore Bw a very Joy of 
ten thouſand Hopes, that filled my Soul in that 
tappy Moment, which I fanſied' the moſt bleſſed 
of my Life, made me tremble all ouer; and with 
unaſſured Steps I foftly purſued the Object of | 
my new Deſire: Sometimes I even overtook her, b 
und fearing to fright her, and cauſe her to make f 
fone Noiſe that might alarm the ſleeping Dor. 7 
C 
1 


mina, I flackened my Pace, till in a Walk, at the 
End of which the was obliged to turn back, I re- 
mained, and ſuffered her to go on; it was a Walk 

of Graſs, broad, and at the End of it a little Ar- 
bour of Greens, into which ſhe went and | ſate 
down, looking towards me; and methought ſhe 
looked full at me; fo that finding ſhe made no 

- Neiſe, I ſoftly approached the Door of the Ar- 
hour at a convenient Diſtance: ſhe then ſtood up 
in great Amaze, as the after ſaĩd; and I kneeling 
down in an humble Poſture, cryed Wonder 
not, oh ſacred Charmer of my Soul; to fee me 

at your Feet at this late Hour, and in a Place fo 
inacceſſible; for What Attempt is there ſo ha- 
rardous deſpairing Lovers dare not undertake, and 
what Impoſſibility almoſt can they not overcome ? 
Remove your Fears, oh Conquereſs of my Soul; 
for I ami an humble Mortal that adores you; J 
have a thouſand Wounds, a thouſand Pains that 
prove me Fleſh and Blood, if you would hear 
my Story: Oh give me Leave to approach you 
With that Awe yeu do the ſacred Altars; for my 
Devotion is as pure as that which from your 
Charming Lips aſcends the Heavens With 
fuch Cant and Stuff as this, which Lovers ſerve 
themſelves with. on Occaſion, I leſſened the Ter- 
vors of the frighted Beauty, and ſhe ſoon ſaw, 
with Joy in her Eyes, that} both was a Mortal, 50 


Garden : I roſe from my Knees then, and with 


a Joy that wandered all over my Body, US 


and panting -I approached her, and took her Han 


and kiſſed it with a Tranſport that was almoſt * 


ready to lay me fainting at her Feet, nor did the 


anſwer any Thing to what I had faid, but with 


Sighs ſuffered her Hand to remain in mine; her 


Eyes ſhe caſt to Earth, her Breaſt heaved with 


nimble Motions, and we both, unable to ſupport 
ourſelves, ſate down together on a green Bank 
in the Arbour, where by the Light we had, we 
gazed at each other, unable to utter a Syllable on 
either Side. I confeſs, my dear Octavio, I have 
felt Love before, but do not know that ever I 


was poſſeſſed with ſuch ' pleaſing Pain, ſuch a=. - 
greeable Languiſhment in all my Life, as in thoſe * 
happy Moments with the fair Caliſſa: And on the 
other, I dare anſwer for the ſoft fair One; ſhe 


felt a Paſſion as tender as mine; which, when 
ſhe could recover her firſt Tranſport, ſhe expreſſed 
in ſuch a Manner as has wholly charmed me : 
For with all the Eloquence of young Angels, and 


all their Innocence too, ſhe ſaid, whiſpered, 


ſhe ſighed the ſofteſt Things that ever Lover heard. 


I told you before ſhe had from her Infancy been 


bred in a Monaſtery, kept from the Sight of Men, 
and knew no one Art or ' Subtilty of her Sex; 
but in the very Purity of her Innocence ſhe ap- 
peared like the firſt- born Maid in Paradiſe, gene- 
rouſly giving her Soul away to the great Lord of 
all, the new-formed Man, and nothing of her 
Heart's dear Thoughts ſhe did reſerve, (but ſuch 
as modeſt Nature ſhould conceal ;) yet, if I 
touched but on that tender Part where Honour 
dwelt, ſhe had a Senſe too nice, as it was a Won» 
der to find ſo vaſt a Store of that mixt with fo 
loft a Paſſion, Oh what an excellent Thing a 
/ perfect 
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the ſame ſhe had before ſeen in the outward 
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perfect Woman is, ere Man has taughe her Arts 


to keep her Empire, by being himſelf inconſtant ! 
All I could aſk of Love ſhe freely gave, and told 
me every Sentiment of her Heart, but it was in 
ſuch a Way, ſo innocently ſhe confeſſed her Paſ- 
ſion, that every Word added new Flames to 


mine, and made me raging mad: At. laſt, ſhe ſuf- 


| Fered me to kiſs with Caution; but one begat ano- 
ther, ——that a Number—and every one was an 
Advance to Happineſs ; and I who knew my 
Advantage, loſt no Time, but put each Minute 
to the propereſt Uſe ; now I embrace, claſp her 
fair lovely Bod cloſe to mine, which nothing 
parted but her Shift and Gown; my buſy Hands 
find Paſſage to her Breaſts, and give and take a 
thouſand nameleſs Joys ; all but the laſt I reaped; 
that Heaven was ſtill denied; though ſhe were 
fainting in my trembling Arms, ſtill ſhe had watch- 
ing Senſe to Fust that Treaſure: Let, in ſpight 
of all, 4 thouſand "Times I brought her to the very 
Point of yielding; but oh ſhe begs and pleads 
with all the Eloquence of Love l tells me, that 
What ſhe had to give me ſhe gave, but would not 


I 


from ten. to three, and all that Time ſeemed but 
a little Minute: Nor would I let her go, who 
was as loth to part, till ſhe had given me Leave 
to ſee her often there; I told her all iny Story 6 
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dead with his naſty 
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ner Conqueſt, and how I came into the Garden : 


She aſked me pleaſantly, if I were not afraid of 
old Clarinau; I told her no, of nothing but of 


his being happy with her, which Thought I could 


not bear: She affured me I had ſo little Reaſon 
to envy him, that he rather deſerved my Com- 


paſſion ; for that, her Averſion was ſo extreme to 


| him; his Perfon; Years, his Temper, and Ins 53. 


caſes were ſo diſagreeable to her, that ſhe could 
not diſſemble her Diſguſt, but gave him moſt evi- 


dent Proofs of it too — ever ſince ſhe had 
the Misfortune of being his 


ife 5 but that ſince 
ſhe had ſeen the charming Philander, {for ſo we 
muſt let her call him 2 his Company and 


Converſation was wholly inſu able to her; 


and but that he had ever uſed to let her have 
four Nights in the Week her own, wherein he 
never diſturbed her Repoſe, ſhe ſhould have been 
Entertainment: She vowed 
ſhe never knew a ſoft Defire but for Philander, 
ſhe never had the leaſt Concern for any of his 
Sex beſides, and till ſhe felt his Touches | 
took in his Kiſſes, and ſuffered his dear * 
braces, ſhe never knew that Women was or- 
dained for W e. Joy with Man, hut fanſied it de- 
ſigned in its Creation for a poor Slave to be op- 


pred at Pleaſure by the Huſband, dully to yield 


Obedience and no more: But I had taught her now, 
the ſaid, to her eternal Ruin, that there was no more 
in Nature than ſhe knew, or ever ſhould, had ſhe - 
not ſeen Philander; ſhe knew not what dear Name 
to call it by, but ſomething i in her Blood, ſomething . 
that panted in her Heart, glowed in her Cheeks,atid 
languiſhed i in her Looks, told her ſhe was not born 
for Clarinau, or Love would do her Wrong: I 
ſoothed the Thought, and urged the Laws of Nature, 


the Power of Love, Neceſſity of Vouth and 


the Wonder that was 74 N that raviſhing 
| 77 
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ſomething, which not Love or Kiſſes: could make 
her gueſs at; ſo beyond all ſoft Imagination, that 
nothing but a Trial could convince her; but ſhe 
reliſted ſtill, and ſtill I pleaded with all the ſubtileſt 
Arguments of Love, Words mixed with Kiſſes, 


Sighing mixed with Vows, but all in vain; Re- 


ligion was my Foe, and Tyrant Honour guarded 
all her Charms: Thus did we paſs the Night, till 
the young Morn advancing in the Eaſt forced us to 
bid Adieu: Which oft we did, and oft we ſighed 
and kiſſed, oft parted and returned, and ſighed 
again, and as ſhe went away, ſhe weeping, 
cryed, —— ——wringing my Hand in hers, Pray 
Heaven, Philander, this dear [nterview do not 
prove fatal to me; for ob, I find frail Nature 
Tweak about me, and one dear Minute more would 
forfeit all my Honour. At this ſhe ſtarted from 
my trembling Hand, and ſwept the Walk like 
Wind ſo ſwift and ſydden, and left me panting, 
ſighing, wiſhing, dying, with mighty Love and 
Hope: And after a little. Time I ſcaled my 
Wall, and returned unſeen to my new Lodging. 


5 It was four Days after before I could get any other 


Happineſs, but that of ſeeing her at her Window, 
which was juſt againft mine, from which I never 

ſtirred, hardly to eat or ſleep, and that ſhe ſaw 
with Joy; for every. Morning I had a Billet from 
Her, which we contrived that happy Night ſhould 
be conveyed me thus It was a By-ſtreet 
where I lodged, and the. other Side was only 
the dead Wall of her Garden, where early in the 
Morning ſhe uſed to walk ; and having the Billet 

ready, ſhe put it with a Stone into a little Leathern- 
purſe, and toſſed. it over the Wall, where either 
myſelf from the Window, or my. young Friend 

below waited for it, and that Way every Morning 
and every Evening ſhe received one from me; but 


tis impoſſible to tell you the innocent Paſſion ſhe 
THE e Teupreſled 


Part Il; Tove - Letter. 293 


expreſſed in them, innocent in that there was no 
Art, no feigned nice Folly to expreſs a Virtue that 
was not in the Soul; but all ſhe ſpoke confeſſed 
her Heart's ſoft Wiſhes. At laſt, (for I am tedious 
in a Relation of what gave me ſo much Pleaſure 
in the Entertainment) at laſt, I ſay, I received the 
happy Invitation to come into the Garden as be- 
fore; and Night advancing for my Purpoſe, I need 
not ſay that I delivered myſelf upon the Place ap- 
pointed, which was by the Fountain-ſide beneath 
her Chamber- window; towards which I caſt, 
you may believe, many a longing Look: The 
Clock ſtruck Ten, Eleven, and then Twelve, but 
no dear Star appeared to conduct me to my Hap- 
pineſs; at laſt I heard the little Garden door (a gainſt 
the Fountain) open, and ſaw Caliſta there wrapped 
in her Night- gown only: I ran like Lightening to 
her Arms, with all the Tranſports of an eager 
Lover, and almoſt ſmothered myſelf in her warm 
riſing Breaſt; for ſhe taking me in her Arms let 
go her Gown, which falling open, left nothing 
but her Shift between me and all her charming 
Body. But ſhe bid me hear what ſhe had to ſaßx 
before I proceeded farther; ſhe told me ſhe was 
forced to wait till Dormina was aſleep; who Jay 
in her Chamber, and then ſtealing the Key, ſhe 
came ſoftly down to let me in. But, ſaid ſhe, 
ſince I am all undreſſed, and cannot walk in the 
Garden with yu, will you promiſe me, on Love 
and Honour, to be obedient to all my Commands, 
if I carry you to my Chamber? for Dormina's Sleep _ 
is like Death itſelf; however, leſi ſhe chance o 
awake, and fhould take an Occaſion to ſpeak to mes 
it were abſolutely neceſſary that 1 were there; fer, 
fmce I ſerved her ſuch a Trick the other Night, and 
let ber ſleep ſo long, fhe will not let me walk late. 
A very little Argument perſuaded me to yield to 
any Thing to be with Caliſa any where; ſo that 
| MS Oo 
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both returning ſoftly to her Chamber, the put her- 
ſelf into Bed, and left me kneeling on the Carpet: 
But it was not long that I remained fo ; from the 
dear Touches of her Hands and Breaſt we came 
to Kiſſes, and ſo equally to a Forgetfulneſs of 
all we had promiſed and agreed on before, and 
broke all Rules and Articles that were not in the 
Favouf of Love; ſo that ſtripping myſelf by De- 
grees, while ſhe with an unwilling Force made 
ſome feeble Reſiſtance, I got into the Arms of 
the moſt charming Woman that ever Nature made; 
me was all over Perfection; I dare not tell you 
more; let it ſuffice ſhe was all that luxurious Man 
could wiſh, and all that renders Woman fine and 
raviſhing. About two Hours thus was my Soul 
in Rapture, while ſometimes ſhe reproached me, 
but ſo gently, that it was to bid me ſtill be falſe and 
perjured, if theſe were the Effects of it; F Di/obe- 
dience have ſuch wondrous Charms, may J, ſaid ſhe, 
be flill commanding thee, and thou fiill diſobeying. 
While thus we lay with equal Raviſhment, we 
heard a murmuring Noiſe at a Diſtance, which we 
| knew not what to make of, but it grew ſtill 
louder and louder, but ſtill at a Diſtance too; this 
firſt alarmed us, and I was no ſooner perſuaded to 
riſe, but I heard a Door unlock at the Side of 
the Bed, which was not that by which T entered; 
for that was at the other End of the Chamber to- 
wards the Window. Oh Heavens, ſaid the fair 
frighted Trembler, here is the Count of Clarinau : 

For he always came up that Way, and thoſe Stairs 
by which I aſcended were the Back- ſtairs; fo 
that I had juſt Time to grope my Way towards the 


© Door, without ſo much 28 taking my Clothes with 


me; never was any amorous Adventurer in ſo la- 
mentable a Condition, I would fain have turned 
upon him, and at once have hindered him from 

entering with my Sword in-my Hand, and 8 
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him from ever — my Pleafure any more ; 
but ſhe implored I would not, and in this Minute's 
Diſpute he came fo near me, that he touched me 

as r glided from him; but not being acquainted 
very well with the Chamber, having never ſeen 
my Way, I lighted in my Paſſage on Dormind's 
Pallat-bed, and threw myſelf quite over her to 
the Chamber-door, which made a damnable Clat- 
tcring, and awaking Dormina with my Cataſtrophe, 
ſhe ſet up ſuch a Bawl, as frighted and alarmed the 


old Count, who was juſt taking in a Candle from 


his Footman, who had lighted it at his Flamboy : 
So that hearing the Noiſe, and knowing it muſt be 
ſome Body in the Chamber, he let fall his Candle 
in the Fright, and called his Footman in with the 
Flamboy, draws his Toledo, which he had in his 

Hand, and wrapped in his Night-gown, with three 
or four woollen Caps one upon the Top of another, 

tied under his tawny, leathern Chops, he made 
a very pleaſant Figure, and ſuch a one as had like 

to have betrayed me by laughing at it; he cloſely 
purſued me, though not ſo cloſe as to fee me be- 
fore him; yet ſo as not to give me Time to aſcend 
the Wall, or to make my Eſcape up or down any 
Walk, which were ftrait and long, and not able 
to conceal any Body from Purſuers, approached 
ſo near as the Count was to me: What ſhould I 
do? 1 was naked, unarmed, and no Defence againſt 
his jealous Rage; and now in Danger of my Life, 
I knew not what to reſolve on; yet I ſwear to 
you, Octavio, even in that Minute (which I thought. 
my laſt) I had no Repentance of the dear Sin, or 
any other Fear, but that which poſſeſſed me for- 
the fair Caliſa; and calling upon Venus and her 
Son for my Safety (for I had ſcarce a Thought 
yet of any other Deity) the Sea-born Queen lent 
me immediate Aid, and ere I was aware of it, I 
touched the Fountain, and in the fame Minute 
CST ny d threr 
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threw myſelf into the Water, which a mighty large 

Baſon or Ciſtern of White-marble contained, of a 
Compaſs that forty Men might have hid them- 
ſelves init; they had purſued me ſo hard, they fanſied 
they heard me preſs the Gravel near the Fountain, 
1 with the Torch they ſearched round about it, 
and beat the fringing Flowers that grew pretty high 

about the Bottom of it, while I ſometimes dived, 


and ſometimes peeped up to take a View of my 


' buſy Coxcomb, who had like to haye made me 
burſt into Laughter many Times to ſee his Figure ; 
the daſhing of the Stream, which continually fell 
from the little Pipes above in the Baſon, - hindered 
him from hearing the Noiſe I might poſſibly have 
made by my ſwimming in it: After he had ſurveyed 
it round without-fide, he took the Torch in his own 
Hand, and ſurveyed the Water itſelf, while I dived, 
and fo long forced to remain ſo, that I believed 1 

had eſcaped his Sword to die that; fooliſner Way; 
but juſt as I was like to expire, he departed mut- 
teting, that he was ſure ſome Body did go out be- 
fore him; and now he ſearched every Walk and 
Arbour of the Garden, while like a Fiſh I lay baſk- 
ing in Element ſtill, not daring to adventure out, 
leſt his haſty Return ſhould find me on the Wall, or 
in my Paſſage over: I thanked my Stars he had not 
found the Ladder, ſo that at laſt returning to Ca- 
lifta's Chamber, after finding no Body, he deſired 
(as I heard the next Morning) to know what the 


Matter was in her Chamber: But Caliſa, who till 


now never knew an Art, had before he came laid 
her Bed in Order, and taken up my Cloaths, and 
put them between her Bed and Quilt ; not forget- 
ting any one Thing that belonged to me, ſhe was 
laid as faſt aſleep as Innocence itſelf; ſo that 
Clarinau awaking her, ſhe ſeemed as ſurprized and 
ignorant of all, as if ſhe had indeed been innocent; 
| fo that Dormina now remained the only ſuſpected 

es enen: 
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Perſon ; wha being aſked what ſhe could fay con- * 
cerning that Uproar ſhe made, ſhe only ſaid, as ſhe 
thought, that ſhe dreamed his Honour fell out of the 
Bed upon her, and awaking in a Fright ſhe found 
it was but a Dream, and ſo ſhe fell aſleep again till 
he awaked her, whom ſhe wondered to ſee there at 
that Hour; he told them that while they were ſecurely 
ſleeping he was like to have been burned in his Bed, 
a Piece of his Apartment being burned down, which 
cauſed him to come thither ; but he made them both 
ſwear that there was no Body i in the Chamber of Ca- 
liſta, before. he would be undeceived; for he vowed 
he ſaw ſomething in the Garden, which, to his 
Thinking, was all white, and it vaniſhed on the 
ſudden. behind the Fountain, and we could ſee no 
more of it. Caliſia diſſembled Abundance of Fear, 
and ſaid ſhe would never walk after Candle-light 
for fear of that Ghoſt ; and ſo they. paſt the Reſt 
of the Night, while I, all wet and cold, got me 
to my Lodging unperceived, for my Four Friend 
had left the Door open for me. 
Thus, dear Octavio, I have ſent you a Novel, 
inſtead of a Letter, of my firſt moſt happy Ad- 
venture, of which I muſt repeat thus much again, 
that of all the Enjoyments I ever had, I was never 
ſo. perfectly well entertained for two Hours, and 
I am waiting with infinite Patience for a ſecond 
Encounter. I ſhall be extremely glad to hear 
what Progreſs you have made in your Amour; for 
I have loſt all for Sylvia, but the Affection of a 
Brother, with that natural Pity we have for thoſe 
we have undone; for my Heart, my Soul and 
Body are all Caliſta's, the bright, the young, the 
witty, the gay, the fondly- loving Caliſa: Only 
ſome Reſerve I have in all for Oclauio. Pardon this 
long Hiſtory, for it is a Sort of acting all ones 
Joys again, to be telling them to a Friend ſo deat, 
as is is the gallant Octavio to "PT IL AN 2 - 
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POSTSCRIPT. 


I. ſhould, for ſame Reaſons that concern my Safety, 
have quitted 2 Town fy but I am o Fix 5 
it, and no Senſe of Danger while Caliſta compels 
I Oaviz's Trouble was great before, from but 
his Fear of Caliſia's yielding, what muſt it be 
now, when he found all his Fears confirmed ? 


The Preſſures of his Soul were too extreme be- 
fore, and the Concern he had for Sy/via had brought 


it to the higheſt Tide of Grief; ſo that this Addi- 


tion overwhelmed it quite, and left him no Room 
for Rage; no, it could not diſcharge itſelf ſo 
. happily, but bowed and yielded to all the Extremes 
of Love, Grief, and Senſe of Honour; he threw 
himſelf upon his Bed, and lay without Senſe or 
Motion for a whole Hour, confuſed with Thought, 
and divided in his Concern, half for a Miſtreſs 
falſe, and half for a Siſter looſe and undone ; by 
Turns the Siſter and the Miſtreſs torture; by Tutns 
they break his Heart : He had this Comfort left 
before, that if Califia were undone, her Ruin 
made Way for his Love and Happineſs. with 
_ Sylvia, but now he had no Proſpect left that 
13 afford any Eaſe; he changes from one ſad 
Object to another, from Sylvia to Caliſta, then 
back to Sylvia ; but like to feveriſh Men that toſs 
about here and there, remove for ſome Relief, he 
ſhifts but to new Pain, wherever he turns he 
finds the Mad-man ſtill : In this Diſtraction of 
Thought he remained till a Page from Sylvia | 
brought bim this Letter, which in midſt of all, 
he ſtarted from his Bed with Exceſs of Joy, and 
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.SYLVIA ro OC TA vIO. 

My Lord, © PETERS, 03 2 | 
FTER your laſt Affront by your Page, I be- 
£ A. lieve it will ſurprize you to receive any 
Thing from Sy/via but Scorn and Diſdain: But; 
my Lord, the Intereſt you have by a thouſand 
Ways been ſo long making in my Heart, cannot 
ſo ſoon be cancelled by a Minute's Offence; and 
every Action of your Life has been too generous 
to make me think you writ what I have received, 
at leaſt you are not well in your Senſes: I have 
committed a Fault againſt your Love, I muſt © 
confeſs, and am not aſhamed of the little Cheat I 
put upon you in bringing you to Bed to Antonet 
inſtead of Sylvia: I was aſhamed to be fo eaſily 
won, and took it ill your Paſſion was ſo mer- 
cenary to aſk ſo coarſely for the Poſſeſſion of 
me; too great a-Pay I thought for ſo poor Ser- 

vice, as rendering up a Letter which in Honour 
you ought before to have ſhewed me: I o.] n 1 
gave you Hope, in that too I was criminal; but 
theſe are Faults that ſure deſerved a kinder Pu- 
niſhment than what I laſt received—A Whore—, 
A common Miſtreſs! Death, you are a Cow- 
ard———and even to a Woman dare not fay it, 
when ſhe confronts the Scandaler,-—Yet pardon 
me, I mean not to revile, but gently to reproach ; 
it was unkind——at leaſt allow me that, and 
much unlike OFavio, „ 8 

I think I had not troubled you, my Lord, with 
the leaſt Confeffion of my Reſentment, but 1 
could not leave the Town, where for the Ho- 
nour of your Converſation and Friendſhip alone 
I have remained fo long, without acquitting my- 
ſelf of thoſe F a T had to you; I ſend 
you therefore the Key of my Cloſet and Cabinet, 
oe 0 where 
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where you ſhall find not only your Letters, but 
all thoſe Preſents you have been pleaſed once to 
think me worthy of: But having taken back your 
Friendſhip, I render you the leſs valuable Trifles, 

ang. will retain no more of Octavia, than the dear 
Memory of that Part of his OY was ſo agree- 
e to the aortundte, 

; | 5 s 71. 


He reading this 3 finiſhed with Tears of 
tender Love; but conſidering it all over, he 
fanſied ſhe had put great Conſtraint upon her na- 
tural high Spirit to write in this calm Manner to 
him, and through all he found diſſembled Rage, 
which yet was viſible in that one break ing out in 
the Middle of the Letter . He found ſhe was not 
able to contain at the Word, common Miſtreſs. 
In fine, however calm it was, and however de- 
ſigned, he found, and at leaſt he thought he found 
the charming Jilt all over; he fanſies from the 
Hint ſhe. gave him of the Change of Antonet for 
herſelf in Bed, that it was ſome new Cheat that 
was to be put upon him, and to bring herſelf 
off with Credit: Vet, in Spite of all this appear- 
ing Reaſon, he wiſhes, and has a ſecret Hope, 
that either ſhe is not in F ault, or that ſhe will ſo 
cozen him into a Belief ſhe is not, that it may 
ſerve as well to ſooth his willing Heart; and now 
all he fears is, that ſhe will not put ſo neat a Cheat 
upon him, but that he ſhall be able to ſee through 
it, and ſtill be obliged to retain his ill Opinion of 
her: But Love returned, ſhe had rouſed the Flame 
:a-new, and ſoftened all his rougher Thoughts with 
this dear Letter; and now in Haſte he calls for his 

_.Cloaths, and ſuffering himſelf to be dreſſed with all 
the Advantage of his Sex, he throws himſelf into 
his Coach, and goes to Sylvia, whom he finds juſt 
| Arcfſed en ls oo” bea her Head and Fes 
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ther in good Order before the Glaſs) with a De- 
ſign to depart the Town, at leaſt ſo far as ſhould 
have raiſed a Concern in Octavio, if yet he had any 
for her. to have followed her; he ran up without 
aſking Leave into her Chamber; and ere ſhe was 
aware of him he threw himſelf at her Feet, and 
claſping her Knees, to which he fixed his Meuth, 
he remained there for a little Space without Life 
or Motion, and preſſed her in his Arms as faſt 
as a dying Man. She was not offended to ſee 
him there, and he appeared more lovely than ever 
he yet had been. His Grief had added a Languiſh- 
ment and Paleneſs to his Face, which ſufficiently 
told her he had not been at Eaſe while abſent 
from her; and on the other Side, Sz/via appeared 
ten thouſand Times more charming than ever, 
.the Dreſs of a Boy adding extremely to her Beau- 
ty: Oh you are a pretty Lover, ſaid ſhe, raiſing him 
from her Knees to her Arms, to treat a Miſtreſs 
% for a little innocent Raillery. Come, fit and 
tell me how' you came to diſcover the harmleſs Cheat; 
' ſetting him down on the Side of her Bed. 0h 
name it no more, cried he, let that damned Night be 
blotied from the Year, decerve me, flatter me, ſay you 
are innocent; tell me my Senſes rave, my Eyes 
Sal decentful, and my Ears were deaf : Say 
. any Thing that may convince my Madneſs, and bring 
me back to tame adoring Love. What means Octa- 
vio, replied Sylvia, ſure he is not ſo nice and ſquea- 
. miſh a Lover, but a fair young Maid might haue been 
-welcome to him coming ſo prepared for Love; though 
it was not ſhe whom he expected, it might have ſerud 
as well in the Dark at leaſt? Well ſaid, replied 
Octavio, forcing a Smile advance, purſue the dear 
. Deſign, and cheat me till, and to convince my Saul, ob 
ſiuear it too, for Women want no Weapons of Defence, 
. Oaths, Vows, and Tears, Sighs, Inprecations, Rau- 
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. ings, are all the Tools to faſhion Mankind Curcombs 
T am an * Felloto, fit for Tie, and long to be in- 
itiated Fool ; come, ſwear I was not here the other 
Night, It is granted, Sir, you were + Why all this 
Paſſion ? This Sylvia ſpoke, and took him by the 
Hand, which burnt with raging Fire; and though 
he ſpoke with all' the Heat of Love, his Looks 
were ſoft the while as infant Cuptids : Still he pro- 
ceeded ; Oh charming Sylvia, ſince you are ſo unkind 
to tell me Truth, ceaſe, ceaſe to ſpenk at all, and let 
mie only gaze upon thoſe Eyes that can ſo well decerve : 
- Their Looks are innocent, at leaft they will flatter me, 
and tell mine they loft their Faculties that ather Night. 
No, replied Sylvia, I am convinced they did not, 
you | ſaw Antonet —— Condut? a happy Man (in- 
terrupted he) to Sylvia's Bed. Oh, why by your Con- 
feſfion muſt my Soul ' be. tartured over a-new! At 
this he hung his Head upon his Boſom, and 
ſighed as if each Breath would be his laſt : Hea- 
vens ! cried Sylvia, ' what is it Octavio ſays “ Con- 
duct a happy Lover te my Bed ! by all that is ſa- 


hft ; what ſaid you, Sir, a Lover to my Bed! 
When he replied in a fainting Tone, claſping her 
to his Arms, Now, Sylvia, you are kind, be per- 
fit Woman, and keep to cozening fi Nero 
back it with a very little Oath, and I am as 
well as __ i ſaw your Falſbood, and never will 
' loſe one Thought upon it more. Forbear, ſaid ſhe, + 
you will make me angry. In fhort, what is it you 
 wvould ſay ? Or ſwear, you rave, and then I will pity 
© what I now deſpiſe, if you can think me falſe. He 
only anſwered with a Sigh, and ſhe purſued, Im 
not worth an Anſwer © Tell me your Soul and 
Thoughts, as ever you hope for Favour from my 
Love, or to preſerve my Quiet. If you will pro- 
miſe me to ſay it is falſe, replied he ſoftly, I will 
9 | e confeſs 
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| rk the Errors of my Senſes. came the other” 
Night at twelve, the Door was open. It is true, 

faid Sylvia At the Stairs- Foot I found a Man, 
and ſaw him led to you into your Chamber, /ighing as 
he went, and panting with Impatience Now, Sylvia, 
if you value my Repoſe, my Life, my Reputation, or 
my Services, turn it off handſomely, and I am happy 
At that, being wholly amazed, the told him the 
whole Story, as you heard of her dreſſing Autonet, 
and bringing him to her; at which he ſmiled, and 
begged her to go on She fetched the Pieces of 
Brilliard's counterfeit Letters, and ſhewed him; 
this brought him a little to his Wits, and at firſt 
Sight he was ready to fanſy the Letters came in- 
deed from him; he found the Character his, but 
not his Buſineſs; and in great Amaze replied, 
4b! Madam, did you Inoto Octavio Soul ſo well, 
and could you imagine it capable of a T hought like this? 
A Preſumption ſo daring to the moſt awful of her Sex ; 
this was unkind indeed And did you anſwer them ? 
Yes, replied ſhe, with all the Kindneſs J. could force 
my Pen to expreſs. So that after canvaſſing the 
Matter, and relating the whole Story again with 
his being taken ill, they coneluded from every Cir- 
cumſtance Brilliard was the Man; for Antonet was 
called to Council; who now recollecting all Things 
in her Mind, and knowing Brilliard but too well, 
ſhe confeſſed ſhe verily believed it was he, eſpe - 


cially when ſhe told how ſhe ſtole a Letter of O##a- 


vio's for him that Day, and how he was ill of the 
ſame Diſeaſe ſtill. © Octavio then called his Page, 
and ſent him home for the Note Brilliard had ſent 
him, and all appeared as clear as Day: But An- 

ionet met with a great many Reproaches for ſhew- 
ing her Lady's Letters, which ſhe excuſed as well 


as ſhe could: But never was Man fo raviſhed with 


47 as Oftavin* was at the Knowledge of Sylvie's 
Innocence; a thouſahd Times he kneeled and 
| begged 
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begged her Pardon; and her Figure encouraging 
his. Careſſes, a thouſand Times he embraced. her, 
he ſmiled, and bluſhed, and ſighed with Love and 
Joy, and knew not how to expreſs it moſt effectu- 
ally: And Sylvia, who had other Buſineſs. than 
Love in her Heart and Head, ſuffered all the Marks 
of his eager Paſſion. and Tranſport out of Deſign, 
for ſhe had a farther Uſe to make of Odiavio; 
though when ſhe ſurveyed his Perſon handſome, 
young, and adorned with all; the Graces and Beau- 
ties of the Sex, not at all inferior to Philander, 
it not exceeding. in every Judgment but that of 
Sylvia; when ſhe conſidered his Soul, where Wit, 
Love, and Honour equally reigned, when ſhe con- 
ſults the Excellence of his Nature, his Generoſity, 
Courage, Friendſhip, and Softneſs, ſhe ſighed and 
cried, it was Pity to impoſe upon him; and make 
his Love for which ſhe ſhould; eſteem him, a Pro- 
perty to draw him to his Ruin; for ſo ſhe fanſied it 
mult be if ever he encountered Philander; and tho 
Good- nature was the leaſt Ingredient that formed 
the Soul of this fair Charmer, yet now ſhe found 


ſhe had a Mixture of it, from her Concern: for 


Octavio; and that generous Lover made her fo 
many ſoft Vows, and tender Proteſtations of the 
Reſpect and Awfulneſs of bis Paſſion, that ſhe was 
wholly convinced he was her Slave; nor could ſhe 
ſee the conſtant Languiſher pouring out his Soul 
and Fortune at her Feet, without lafkering ſome 
. Warmth about her Heart, which ſhe had never 
felt but for Philanden; and this Day ſhe expreſſed 
| herſelf more obligingly than ever ſhe had done, 
and allows him little Freedoms of approaching 
her with more Softneſs than hitherto ſhe had; 
and, abſolutely charmed, he promiſes, laviſhly 
and without Reſerve, all ſhe would aſk of him; 
and in Requital ſhe aſſured him all he could wiſh 
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or hope, if he would ſerve her in her Revenge 
againſt Philander ; She recounts to him at large 
the Story of her Undoing, her Quality, her For- 
tune, her nice Education, the Care and Tender- 
neſs of her noble Parents, and charges all her Fate 
to the evil Conduct of her heedleſs Vouth: Some- 

times the Reflection on her Ruin, ſhe looking back 
upon her former Innocence and Tranquility, forces 
the Tears to flow from her fair Eyes, and makes 
O#avio ſigh, and weep by Sympathy: Sometimes 
(arrived. at the amorous Part of her Relation) ſhe 
would ſigh and languiſn with the Remembrance 
of paſt Joys in their beginning Love ; and ſome- 
times ſmile at the little unlucky Adventures they 
met with, and their Eſcapes z ſo that different 
Paſſions ſeized her Soul while ſhe ſpoke, while 
that of all Love filled Octavios: He doats, he 
burns, and every Word ſhe utters inflames him 
ſtill the more; he fixes his very Soul upon her 
Tongue, and darts his very Eyes into her Face, 

and every Thing ſhe ſays raiſes his vaſt Eſteem and 
Paſſion higher. 1 fine, having with the Eloquence 
of ſacred Wit, and all the Charms of every differing _ 

Paſſion, finiſhed her moving Tale, they both declined. _ 
their Eyes, whoſe falling Showers kept equal Time 
and Pace, and for a little Time were ſtill as Thought: 

When Oclauio, oppreſſed with mighty Love, broke 

the ſoft Silence, and burſt into Extravagance of 

Paſſion, ſays all that Men (grown mad with Love 
and Wiſhing) could utter to the Idol of his Heart; 
and to oblige her more, recounts his Life in ſhort ; 
wherein, in Spite of all his Modeſty, ſhe found 
all that was Great and Brave ; all that was Noble, 
Fortunate and Honeſt: And having now. con- 
firmed her, he deſerved her, kneeling implored ſhe 
would accept of him, not as a Lover for a Term 
of Paſſion, for Dates of Months or Years, but 
for a long Eternity ; not as a Rifler of her ſacred 

| e Honour, 


Honour, but to defend it from the cenſuring 
World; he vowed he would forget that ever any 
Part of it was loſt, nor by a Look or Action ever 


upbraid her with a Misfortune paſt, but ſtill look 


forward on nobler Joys to come: And now im- 
plores that he may bring a Prieſt to tie the ſolemn 
Knot, In ſpite of all her Love for Philander, ſhe 
could not chuſe but take this Offer kindly ; and 
indeed, it made a very great Impreſſion on her 

Heart; ſhe knew nothing but the Height of Love 

could oblige a Nlan of his Quality and vaſt For- 
tune, with all the Advantages of Yours and Beau- 
. ty, to marry her in fo il] Circumſtances ; and pay- 
ing him firſt thoſe Acknowledgments that were 
due on ſo great an Occaſion, 'with all the Ten- 
derneſs in her Voice and Eyes that ſhe could put 
on, the excuſed herſelf from receiving the Favour, 
by telling him ſhe was ſo unfortunate as to be 
with Child by the ungrateſul Man; and falling 
at that Thought into new Tears, ſhe moved him 
to infinite Love, and infinite Compaſſion ; inſo- 
much that, wholly abandoning himſelf to Softneſs, 
he aſſured her, if ſhe would ſecure him all his 
. Happineſs by marrying. him now, that he would 
wait till ſhe were brought to Bed, before he would 
demand the glorious Recompence he afpired to; 
fo that Sylvia, being oppreſſed with Obligation, 
finding yet in her Soul a violent Paſſion for Phi- 
lander, ſhe knew not how to take, or how to re- 
fuſe the Blefling offered, ſince Ofavio was a Man 
whom, in her Height of Innocence and Youth, ſhe 
might have been vain and proud of engaging to this 
Degree. He ſaw her Pain and Irreſolution, and 
being abſolutely undone with Love, delivers her 
Philander's laſt Letter to him, with what he had 


"0 fent her incloſed 3 the Sight of the ver y Out-ſide of 


it made her grow pale as Death, and a Feebleneſs 
ſeized her all over, that made her unable = 'A 
. 1 2 | 0 
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Moment to open it; all which Confuſion Octa- 
vio ſaw with Pain, which ſhe perceiving recollected 
her Thoughts as well as ſhe could, and opened it, 
and read it; that to Octavio firſt, as being fondeſt 
of the Continuation of the Hiftory of his Falſhood, 
ſhe read, and often. pauſed to recover her Spirits 
that were fainting at every Period; and having fi- 
niſhed it, ſhe fell down on the Bed where they fat. 
Ofauio caught her in her Fall in his Arms, where 
ſhe remained dead ſome Moments ; whilſt he, juſt 
on the Point of being ſo himſelf, ravingly called 
for Help; and Antonet being in the Dreſſing- Room 
ran to them, and by Degrees Sylvia recovered, and 
aſked Octavio a thouſand Pardons for expoſing a 
Weakneſs to him, which was but the Effects of the. 
| laſt Blaze of Love: And taking a Cordial which 
Antonet brought her, ſhe rouſed, reſolved, and took 
Oauio by the Hand: Now, ſaid ſhe, ſbetu your-. 
ii that generous Lover you have profeſſed, and give 
mie your Vows of Revenge on Philander; and after - 
that, by all that is Holy, kneeling as ſhe ſpoke, and 
holding him faſt, by all my injured Innocence, by 
all my noble Father's Wrongs, and my dear Mother's. 
Erie; by. all my Sifler's Sufferings, I fwear, I will 
marry you, love you, and give you all / This ſhe 
ſpoke without conſidering Antonet was by, and 
ſpoke it with all the Rage, and Bluſhes in her Face, 
that injured Love and Revenge could inſpire : And 
on the other Side, the Senſe of his Siſter's Honour 
loſt, and that of the tender Paſſion he had for Sy/- 
via, made him ſwear by all that was ſacred, and 


by all- the Vows of eternal Love and Honour he | 


had made to Sylvia, to go and revenge himſelf and 
her on the falſe F Sao; and Lover, and confeſſed 
the ſecond Motive, which was his Siſter's Fame; 
Fer, cried he, that foul Adultereſs, that falſe Ca- 
liſta, is /o allied to me. But ſtill he urged that would 
add to the Juſtneſs of his Cauſe, if he might de- 
_ 8 i part, 
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part her Huſband as well as Lover, and revenge” 
an injured Wife as well as Siſter ; and now he 
-- could aſk nothing ſhe did not eaſily grant; and 


becauſe it was Jate in the Day, they concluded 
that the Morning ſhall conſummate all his Deſires: 
7 P e gives him her Letter to read; For, 
aid ſhe, 7 all efteem myſelf henceforth ſo-abſolutely 
Octavio, that 7 well 7 ae, as Bod Line 
from that perjured Rumer of my Honour; he took 
the Letter with Smiles and Bows of Gratitude, 
e POET PR 1 


PAHILAN DER #0 'SYLYIA. 


T*HERE are a thouſand Reaſons, deareſt Sylvia, - 
3 at this Time that prevent my writing to you, 
Reaſons that will be convincing enough to oblige 
my Pardon, and plead my Cauſe with her that 
loves me; all which I will lay before you when I - 
have the Happineſs to ſee you; Fbhave met with ſome. 
Affairs ſince my Arrival to this Place, that wholly 
take up my Time; Affairs of State, whoſe Fa- 
tigues have put my Heart extremely out of Tune, 
and if not carefully managed may turn to my per- 
petual Ruin, fo that I have not an Hour in a Day 
to ſpare for Sylvia; which, believe me, is the 
greateſt Affliction of my Life; and I have no Proſ- 
pect of Eaſe in the endleſs Toils of Life, but that of 
2 in the Arms of Sylvia: Some ſhort Inter- 
vals: Pardon my Haſte, for you cannot gueſs the 
weighty Buſineſs that at preſent robs you of 


Your PHI LAN DE R. 


V hye, falſe Villain——replied Sylvia in mighty 
Rage, I can gueſs your Buſineſs, and can revenge it 
too; Curſe on thee, Slave, to think me grown as 


>» 


Part Il. Tove: Letters. 309. 
poor in Senſe at Honour: 70 be cajoled with this— 
Stuff. that would never ſham 4 Chamber- maid- 
Death! am 1 ſo forlorn, fo deſpicable, I am not 
worth the Pains of 8 well difjembled with ?. Con- 
fußion overtake him, Miſery ſeize him; may. 7 became 
bis Plague while Life remains, or publie Tortures,end 
him | This, with all the Madneſs that ever inſpi- 
red a Lunatic, ſhe uttered with Tears and violent 


Actions: When O#avie beſought her not to afflict 


herſelf, and almoſſ wiſhed he did not love a Tem- 
per ſo contrary to his own : He told her he was 
ſorry, extreamly ſorry, to find ſhe {till retained ſo 
violent a Paſhon for a Man unworthy of her leaſt 
Concern ; when-ſhe replied Do not miſlale my 
Soul, iy Heaven it is Pride, Diſdain, Deſpite and 
Hate to think be ſhould e this dull E xcuſe 
could paſs: upon my Fudgment ; had the falſe Traitor 
told me that he hated: me, or that his faithleſs Date of 
Love was out, I had been tame with all my Injuries; 
but poorly thus to impoſe upon my Wit—— By Heaven 
he fhall not bear the Affront to” Hell in Triumph No 
more have vowed be ſhall not—my Soul has fixed, 
and now tbill be at 'Eaſe=— Forgive me, ob Octavio; 
and letting herſelf fall into his its: ſhe ſoon ob- 
tained what ſhe aſked for; one Touch of the fair 
Charmer could calm him into Love and Softneſs. 
Thus, after a thouſand 'Tranſports of Paſſion 

on his Hide; and all the ſeeming Tenderneſs on 
her's, the Night being far advanced, and new Con- 
firmations given and taken on either Side of pur- 
ſuing the happy Agreement in the Morning, which 
they had again reſolved, they appointed that Sylvia 
and Antenet ſhould go three Miles out of Town 
to a little Village, 8 there was a Church, and 
that Octavio ſhould meet them there to be con- 
firmed and ſecured of all the Happineſs he pro- 
poſed 
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oe 


the had loſt all Remembrance of her former Mar- 
Triage with Brilierd: Or if it ever entered into 
her Thought, it was only 


Poſed to himfelf in-this world e 4-3 15 
wholly bent upon Revenge (for dee | 
3 recepted of Ofavio) that 


\ conſidered as 4 Sham, 
ned but to ſecure her from being ta- 
ken from ©: e Ties bo e ep without 
any ___ to the acred Ties to be regarded no 


any ReſpeR ſhe had to the Holy State of Matri- 
mony, but from a Luſt of Ve nce which ſhe 
would buy at any Price, and which ſhe found no 
Man fo well able to ſatisfy as Onavis, . 

But what wretched Changes of Fortune ſhe met 


| with after this, and what miſerable Portion of Fate 


was deſtined to this unhappy Wanderer, the laft 
Part of Philander's Life, and the third and laſt 
Part of this Hiſtory, ſhall moſt faithfully. relate. 


„„ Bad, of the Second Parr. 
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